1 22 £ * F * 4 8. * * 0 1 a * * * 6 
I - yore of * 4 * , " — . 0 > > . * — * * - , ds 4 - ik is N 9 PS * 5 A 5 * 
0 1 * 0 . \ 4 | ER \ * = 
4 - 4 : * . , * . — N FS 
, — » : A . .. _ 
£ 7 n B 
* "2 
* | F ' 
R * 44 ' 
0 7 — ! 
* 1 
* * A. * 0 a [| 
of 1 N 
. - * 4 o 


{4 


Paincs of SPAIN, 


TRAGEDY. 
Com eee 
Principibus placuiſſe viris non ultima la 75 eſt. 

. or. 


DU ALIENS: ! 
Printed by S. PownLL, _ 

For GxoxGER 1s x at the Shakeſdear's Head. 
GzoRGEtEwinG at the Angel and Bible, and "i 


WiLLiaM SMITH at the Hercules, Books | 
ſclers in Dame. ret. M. vce, XxAIv. 1 1 


- 


10 > his Royal ae che 


K E. 


9; 15 nated Op ed Tho le d unha 2 Oe 
: Tice ture in the N as the Man el 24. 


For certainly he tives to very little Uſe that only toils 


in the ſame Round, und becauſe he knows where he is, tho' in 
Aa 40 Road, dares not venture on 4 Tree Path, for fear 
of being loſt. That 1 am not tht Wretch Teondamn, your 


8 ighneſs may be ſufficiently convinc d, in that I auf pre- 


ſume to put this Poem under your Patronage. My Mot ives to 
it were not ordinary: For, 15655 my own Propen/ity to take 
an Opportunity of publiſhing 

Royal Highneſs, the mighty Encouragement I recerv'd from 
your Approbation of it 257 5 5 on the Stage, was Hint 


enough to let me know at whoſe Feet it ought to be laid, Yet 


whilſt I do this, I am ſen,:ble the curious World will expect 


ſome Panegyrick on thoſeheroick Virtues, which are thro out i: | 


ſo much admir d. But as Ew Herd a Theme too great for my 
Undertaking, ſo only to vour at the Truth 

muſt in the Diſtance between, my Qbſcurity and their Height, 
ſavour of a Aegan „which in your 01al Highneſs's Eſteem I 
would not be t al ty of : Tho' — part of em which 
relates to my ſelf, 6 your Favour ſhower d on a Thing ſo 
mean as I am): I know not how to be ſilent. For you were nos 
only ſo indulgent as to beſtow your — 2 on this, but even 


(beyond my Hopes) to declare in favour of my firſt Eſſay of this 


Nature, and add yet the Encourag .. your Commands 


z0' go forward, when I had the — to kiſs your Royal 


Highneſs's Hand, in token of your Permiſſion to make a De- 
N ae, and boaſt Iam 


WM. 


extreme Devotion I owe your - 


— 


——— 


— 
1 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
very prond of it ; nnd it were enongh ro mate me more, weve 1 
nor ſen/:ble how far Ium undeferumg.” Ter when Icon ſider you 
never give your Favours precipitately, but that it is a certain 
| Sign of fone eee to e; I, who 
have par eee Hopes in it, do wrong to 
Goodneſs ſhould I not let the World know my Mind as well as 
my Condition, is rais'd by it. I am certain none that know - 
your Royal Highneſs will 4i/approve mynſpiring to the Service 
205 at and ſo good a Maſter ; One who (as 7 arent by 
25 who hawethe. Honour to be mur you and you 
by that Title) never rais d without Merit, or diſcountenanc'd 
"without Fuſtice. *Tis that indeed obliging Severity which Fas 
in all Men created an awfuh Love and reſpect townrds you ; 
Ence in the Firnmeſs ¶ gau Reſolution the brave and good 
Man is fure of you, whilſt theill-minded and malignant fears 
Jon. This ri J oder; and I hope your Royal High- 


= will pardon it, ſince tis unaffetedly my Zeal to you, 
who am in nothing ſo unfortunate, as that I have not a ber- 
fer Opportunity to let 50u and the World lun how much Iam | 


| ; Your Royal Highneſy 3 
moſt Humble, moſt Fiithful, 
fund moſt Obedicnt Servant, 


* * 2 F kgs IN 


Tuo. OrwAx. 


1 3 


te 


Is not en great Affection to Srl 

gs that 1 ee with a Preface; for 

ſt brag! *tis almoſt as 1 

with Poets, e thoſe that write Eaekn 
Attornies, it will hardly keep us in Ale and Cheele. 1 
neſt Ariaſto began to be { ible of it in his Time, who 
| eee tl Purple 


 Thity thoſowhoin theſslacrer Days | 
Do write, when Bounty hath 2 n 
here Day and Night 5 Writers lock, 
And for their Labour oft have bus a Mack. 


Thus I find it acc ordiogts Sir 7 Sir fohn Harningons Tra. 
htion ; had J underſt alias, I would have given it 
thee in the Original, but that is not m Taleut; therefore 
to proceed: is Ph was the ſecond that ever I writ, or 
thought of w | muſt confeſs, I had often a Titil- 


on to does never durſt venture on my Muſe, till | 


I got her into a Corner in the Country; and then like a 
baſhful young Lover, when Thad her private, I had Cou- 
rage to fumble, but never thought ſhe would have produc d 


any thing; till at aſt, I know not how, exe Twas aware. 


1 found my ſelf Father of a Dramatick Birth, which I. 
called Alei iades : But I might, without offence to any 
9 in the Play, as have call d it Nebuchadnerr 
zar; 

{ Nee Gentleman I make him, but would as little have 
| led at the obligi ng the Paſſion of a young and beau- 

bug Lady, as I ſhould my ſelf, had I the ſame Oppor- 
tunities, which I have given him. This I publiſh to an- 
8 the Objections ſome People may make againſt that 


A 3 % Play,. 


or my Hero, to do him Right, was none of that. 


. 

! 
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* | 
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Play, who have been (and much Good may itdo em) ve- 
ry ſevere as they think, upon this. Whoever they are, I 
am ſure I never ans e nor have they (thank my 


good Fortune) much injur'd me: In the mean while I for- 
give/em, and ſince Iam out of the Reach on t, leave em 
to chew the Cud on their own Venom. I am well ſatiſ- 
fy d 1 had che greateſt Party of Men of Wit and Senſe on 
my Side; amongſt which I can never enough acknow- 
ledge the unſpeakable Obligations I receiv'd from the Earl 
of R. who, far above what Jam ever able to deſerve. 
from him, ſeem'd almoſt to make it his Buſineſs, to eſta- 
bliſh it in the good Opinion of the King and his Royal 
Highneſs; from both of whom I have ſince receiv d Con- 
firmation of their good liking of it,, and Encouragement 
to proceed. And it is to him, I muſt in all Gratitude con- 
fell I owe the greateſt Part of my good Succeſs in this, 
and on whoſe Tadolgenc extremely build my Hopes 
of a next. I dare not preſume to take to my ſelf what a 
eat many, and thoſe . ſure) of good Judgment too, 
= been ſo kind to afford me, (viz.) That it is the beſt 
Heroick Play that has been written of late; for, I thank 
Heav'n, I am yet not ſo vain. But this I may modeſtly 
boaſt of, . 3 the Author of the French Bernice has done 
before me, in his Preface to that Play, that it never fail d 
to draw Tears from the Eyes of the Auditors ; I mean, 
thoſe whoſe Souls were capable of fo noble a Pleaſure :. 
for *twas not my Buſineſs to take ſuch as only come to a 
Play-houſe to ſee Farce-fools, and laugh at their own de- 
formed Pictures. Tho' a certain Writer, that ſhall be 
nameleſs, (but you may gueſs at him by what fol- 
lows) being asked his Opinion of this Play, very gravely 
cock'd, andcry'd, Igad he knew not a Line in it he would 
be Author of. But he is a fine facetious witty Perſon, as 
my Friend Sir Formal hag it; and to be even with him, I 
know a Comedy of his, that has not ſo much as a Quib- 
ble in it which I would be Author of. And ſo, Reader, 
2 bid him and thee „ alias 
_ - Farewel, 


\ 


ene 


. 


PROLOGUE. 


W HEN firſt our Author took this Play in hand, 
He doubted much, and long was at a Stand. 
Mere to be treated of as Sacred Things; 
Not as they're repreſented in this Age, : 
Where they appear the Lumber of the Stage! | 
Us'd only juſt for reconciling Tools, 
34. wr 2, _ Ains all, or Fools. 
Beſtdes, the Characters he ſhews to Night, 
He found were very difficult to write : 
He found the Fame of France and Spain at ſtake, ' 


- He knew the Fame ane Moro 0p 


| Therefore long paus d, and fear d which Part to tale; 


Till this his Fudgment ſafeſt underſtood, 
To make 42 Heroick as he con d. 


But now the greateſt Stop was yet unpaſt, 


He found himſelf, alas! confin'd too faſt. * 
He is a Man of Pleaſure, Sirs, like you, 
And therefore hardly could to Buſmeſs bow ; : 
Till at the laſt he bid this Conqueſt get, 

To make his Pleaſure Whetſtone to his Wit, 

So ſometimes for Variety he writ. 

But as thoſe Block-heads, who diſcourſe by rote, 

Sometimes ſpeak S enſe, altho they rarely know't : 

So he ſcarce knew to what his Work would grow, 

But twas à Play, becauſe it would be ſo : 

Yet well he knows this is a weak Pretence, 

For Idleneſs is the worſt Want 7 Senſe. 

Let him not now of Careleſneſs be tax d, 

He'll write in earneſt, when he writes the next: 

Mean while ; 

Prune his ſuperfluous Branches, never ſpare ; 8 


Yet do it kindly, be not too ſevere, 
He may bear better Fruit another Tear. 


A4 Dramatis 


1 * t 
4 2 $ * 2 2 y * : i b h a , 
1 A, 1 4 * . ” 1 * : S * 
: > * 1 ; | 
- 1 . - - . - 
0 FX > > ; 5 N | | 
0 1 - 5 3 


Dramatis Perſon. 


OR own | E WM; 
Philip 11. King of Spain | TS 
Don Carlos, his Son, | Mr. Smith, 
Don Fon of Auftris, ur. Harris, 
Nu gui of Poſs, the Prince 5 Confident, Mr. dh. 
ui Gomes, Mr. aul. 
| Officer of the Guards, . a e 


WOMEN. 


 Quenofgjoln— © Mis. Moe. 
D.utcheſs of oli, Wife to X Geer, : Mrs. Shadwell, 
Mrs. Gillow. | 


Don 
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ACT L SCENEL 


SCEN E, 4 Palace Royal. 


The Curtain drawn. diſcovers the King and 
ueen attended, Don Carlos, the , 15 
Poſa, Rui Gomez, 87. Eboli, Hen- 
rietta, Garcia, ne, aul. ED 


7 > 


K IN S. 


| = . — 2” Y the Monarch e on whole Rows 
1 . no Cares 4 
TR ads id Weight to the bright Diadem 1 #3 
3 Like me in all that he can wiſſrſor biet | 
RS Rcnoven and Love the gentleſt Calns 

And Peace adorn my Brow, enrich any: Breaſt: (of Reſt, 
To me great Nations 
Tho' whilſt my vaſt Dominions 4 fo far; _ | 
| Where moſt 1 reign, I muſt pay Homage herr. 
1 [To the Queen. 
oach,, it Miſtreſs of my pureſt Vows, 

or ſhew. me him that more Religion owes 

To > Hear'n, or co its Altars mo: e Gzroutly bows, 2 
„ EN”. 


0 


* 


” 3 Cane 


2D; "OI 80 Fr caſt upon ſome B Coalt, 
Arx forc'd to ſee their deareft Treaſures loft. 
by Pris who when they Tod lf Chas, 
B Who when 0 Cheats 
By uch 1 new - bots eing. 4 rad: 
A "Father ? Ohl ——— kepe vp 

* Kinga— Why does my Charles ſhroud. 1 
His Joy, and when all's Sunſhine wear. a Cloud? 
My Son, chus for thy Glory T provide;  ' 

From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride, 

. Shall ſuch a noble Race of Heroes fpring, 

As may adorn the Court when thou art King. 

D. Car. A greater Glory I can never know, 
Than what already I enjoy in you. : 
The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowns and Pow'rs 
I _ can admire, as they are yours. 

King. Heav'n! How he Bands unmoy'd! not the) 
Of Tranſport. | [ leaft ſhew{ 

D. Car. Not admire your Happineſs? I do 
As much admire it as I rey'rence you. 

Let me expreſs the mighty Joy Joy I feel: 

Thus,Sir,I pay myDuty when! kneel. [Kneelst0 the Queen. 
; ween. How hard it is his Paſſion to confine ! 

Im Ture tis ſo, if I might judge by mine; [Aſide. 
Alas, my Lord, you're too obſequious now. [To Carlos. 
D. Car. Oh! might I but enjoy this Pleaſure ſtill, 
Hers would I worſhip, and for ever kneel. ' (dv. 
| See, For Heav 'n, my Lord! you know not what you 
- King. Still there appears Diſturbance on his Brow ; ; 
And in his Looks an Earneſtneſs I read, c 
Which from no common Cauſes can proceed. [46 de. 
Fl probe him deep 
 -——— When, ——— my deareſt | [Tv the Queen. 
Shall I the mi bty Delt of Love defray? | 
Hence to Love's ſecret Temples let's retire,” _ } 


There on his Altars kindle th* am*rous Fire, 2 
Then Phcenix-like each in the Flame expire. 
Still he is fix d [ Looking on Don Carlos. 
—bex obſerve the Prince. Iv Rui-Gomez. 
| 5 et ſmile on me, my charming Excellence. | 

Virgins ſhould only Fears and Blaſhes hew ; FEES a 

But you muſt hy aſide that Title now. The 


_ : 


Pujnte f S RAIN. „ ; 
The Doctrine which [ preach, by Hen 7 Heav'n ls good: | 


pr 


Oh, the impetuous 
Queen. To what ee, Joys Im  forc'dto yi ? 
Now Fate her utmoſt Malice has Nadal — 
72 farewel; for ſince I muſt fabmi 3 
. Now!! 


with Rapp | fly my Sweet 
My Son all Trou bles Fame: thy, Prov > reſign,” | 
Sache F ! mw Xing- and Denn Aten. 
bee Car. What King, what 8 not his Power 
T' enjo 2 much Divinity ne 1 (forego, 
Didſt thou behold her,- Poſa? PA} 
Poſa. Sir, I did. ö 
D. Car. And is ſhe not a Gat l Such a Ride! ; 
O Poſa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 5 
Once I had Hopes of Bliſs. Hadſt — — IE 
How bleſt, how proud 1 was if I could wet. - +, 
But leave to lie a Proſtrate at her Feet, Ky 
Ey'n with a Look I could my Pains deguile; 3 
Nay, ſhe in in Pity too would ſometimes es | 
Till at the 1 Vows ſucceſsful prob d. 
And one Day Sohing, ſhe confeſs d ſhe loy d. 
Oh! then I found no Limits to our er,, 
With Eyes thus languiſhing we look d all per; Om 
So vigorous and ſtrong we darted Beams, 
Our meeting Glances Kindled into Flames  _ 
Nothing we found that promis'd-not Deli 5 2 8 


For when. rude Shades depriv'd us of the 18 11 
As we had gaz d all. Day, we N . 
But after all hefe Labours undergone, 9 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys his . 
In their full Height my, chonceſt- Hope s beguiles, 1 
And robs me of the Fruit of all m n 2 
My deareſt Poſa, thou wer't ever Lind EDS on” =P 
Bring thy Counſel, and direct my Mind... 5 
Enter: Goma 

R. Go. Still he is here — my Lord.. 7 N 
D. Car Your Buſineſs nowy? 2 

R. Go. I've with been eh you cle B Hows 
Ah! tho' y'aveloſt'a Beauty well might make 
Jour ſtricteſt ERROR * 


— + &&# 


* 8 
* hk * 
9 4 . 
* » * 5 
_ ae» *. 
. * 


11 a Db cles 
Let not à Father's Mk 
| Parbe obpdient, be heb pre e 
Orr. Hence, ae, rals te 
Ihave . re e 
Still y @ * &tr mypWall, - mo W 0 
N. Gn. Sir, We A. | 
N Nor need ĩt de 1 no li; 5 wat | 
a yt fl? 0 nk 


Have been el hard 


When to" — Ilene | 7 oy; 
— ra Crowe; v2 K 


0 

e 1 0 
And ſtiſl, the” n&teontenl, I 5 Ts I gopt3 
D. Car. Alas, 1 SY 
Too well I know the Fallheod'of thy Soul} © : 
Which to ry Fatherrender'd me ſ W 15 Fd 

1 hardy as his Sn a wee Tve Known, 
But alwa s as a Tray ter met is Frewon. 
My forward Fibrlonr Horiour was Avabition:ealld: — © 
Or if bond: y Fame eKelfd. 
Lou dampd m 3 — ftilasthey hrung, 
Peter l I 0 he Hd tee long. 
So all my Hopes by yo were früuſtrãte made, 
And, robb'd of N Wichert in chte Shade: 


WhilR, my A a 
Out of h, "ts St Wow. . t 
But ll prevent your Plea ER 5 8 72 8 

R. Go. — Lord, 5 *. * 1 
This Acetiſation is urhult würd. E 


The King, your Father, — 
My Age: Is all my Service thus r 4 
1 Bur! 2 — aud let my Maſter 
How generouſly youTewtitd'n Ho 
Who on my juſt Gottplaitit, doh, wilt 
E Atleaſt redreſs the re e = * 


* Poſt 

1 Fate, gr He Mey n with ding 
Befides, you know he has already ſeen 2:71 
The Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Ween 


The 


Prince ＋ rain. 3 
The Uſe be aun of that make - * 
You ought atleaft t avoid but for her fake... a 
| 12 Car. Ahl my dear friend, al ch d red 

er yet learmd che diſſembling Art. nt 
ror him back; tell hem har I implore-.- ity 
His Pardon, — 4 ily by 
The Queen! kind Heav'n, make her thy — i 
O! fly, o ertake him ere he — en. | 
How are we bandy d up and q; by Fate? 
Zy ſo much more unhappy 2 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain great i 
3 . IH i; 
W e a Bramble mongſt a Cedar'sBoughs, 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shades hegrows: 
Now he returns: — COIN | 


Thou Rebel Paſſion ———- 

er K. Gomes and Pods Eh. | 
You wrong; if T can 
Heav'n ! ren — e Le ; 


= it was ſorhethi | 
T'upbraid your faithfu i 
D. Car. Alas, no more, Ul lee halfen, 7 
A e 
So may juſt Heav n aſſiſt me when I ſue, 
As I to Gomez always will be tue. 
R. Go. Stay, Sir, e ere Favour 4. 
All the Return Sincerity can make. 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as Em in yours, | A 
May not one Fear diſturb your happy 'Hours:- tA 
Crown'd with-Suceeſs may all. yo E. Wiſhes be; 
And henne er bnd worle nene, than me. | 
IE D. Car. . 
Nor, ſpire of allhisGreatnefsſhallhe mel: n 
n | 
Spain's | 
Twas I of 
And read . ofticGroweb,” 


At all my Precepts ſtil wirh ede fits. A 50* 


As fhall * new n 


11 


1 Don CARL. O's „ 5 


A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild; U RP 


Or 5 50 by ta Power I from his Father kad. 
Any Reſtraint was on his Pleaſures hid: weg 
Uſkerd with Frowns on me his Soul would Ale 00 
And threaten future Vengeance from His" Eyes. Yr, Te — | 
But now to alb my Fears bid Adie nm: 
For, Prince, I'll humble both your Fate and you.” K. ; 2 
Here comes the Star by whom my nn nne 
Bier Eboll.-”/ eh: 


Welcome my Love iden. 1 or o 725 


oli. My Lord, why ſtay you! Rom: 0 “ 
Loſing the Pleaſure of this kg Spy Night? Ls Ai o 
When all the Court are l in Beigbt. * 


Fou toil with the dull Buſineſs: of the State 


R. Go. Only, my fair one, how — 9 
Thou tak ſt up all the Zus neſs of my Heart. 
And only to it Pleaſure can impart. 8 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall' I be den: 
It is an Age ſince I was happy laſt. 
oli. My Lord, I come wot hicker mow: to har 
Your Love. but offer ſomething to your Ear. 
If you have well obſerv'd,” you muſt have fron» 
To Day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. 55 
R. Go. Les, ſuch as youthful Brides do 4 ere, 
Impatient Longings for the Happineſs. 1 


Approoctung oys will ſo diſturb the Soul: / te vin ye 
As Needles always tremble near the Pole. [ell 


oli. Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not fo blind; too 
P've ſeen the Wrongs which you from Carlos bel, 
And know your Judgment is too good, to loſe 
Advantage, where you may ſo ſafely chooſe. 
Say now, if I inform you, how you ma 
With full Revenge all your paſt Wrongs r 7. 

R. Go. Bleſt Oracle! ſpeak how it may Jones: 


My Will my Life, my Hopes are all'thy. own: .- ' 


Eboli. Hence then, and with your ſtricteſt r 

What of the Queen and Prince you can deſery; 
ke ria Look, each quick and ſubtle Glance; . , - 
from all — ſueh Circumſtance 2 


Nay; | 


* 


prince of SPAIN: rs 

Nay, Sir, I'll try what mighty Love you ſhew : 
If you will make me great, begin it now. 
How, Sir, d'ye ſtand conſidering what to do? 
R. Go. No, but methinks I view from hence «King 
A Queen, and Prince, three _— Flowers Ans 
Whilſt on em like a ſubtle 
Till fo their Strength and Virtue drawn . | 
Unable to recover, each droop, ' 
Grow pale and fading hang his wither'd Top: | 
Then fraught with Thyme triumphant back II come, 
And unlade all the precious Sweets at home. Exit. Gomez. 

Eboli. In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on, 
And be white rhtts thou canft to be undone, 
Whilſt I have nobler Buſineſs of my awn. 
Was wy ke up in Greatneſs? Have T been 
Nurtur'd glorious Hopes to be a Queen? 
Made ebe my Study, and with practis'd Charms 
Prepar'd myſelf to meet a Monarch's Arms; 
At laſt to be condemn'd to the Embrace 
Of one, whom Nature made to her ht 
An old, imperfect, feeble Dotard, who 
Can only tell (alas!) what he would do; | 
On him to throw away my Youth and Rios.” 
As Jewels that are loſt t enrich a Tomb? 
No, tho' all Hopes are in a Husband dead, 
Another Path to Happineſs I'll tread; | 
Elſewhere find Joys Thick Pm in him deny'd: 
Yet, while he can, let the Slave ſerve my Pride... 
Still III in Pleaſure live, in Glory ſhine; 
The gallant, youthful Auſtria ſhall be mine: 
To him with all my Force of Charms I'll move; 
Let 28 toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I love. FExit: * 


OT II. SC EN E I. 
SCENE, Ae Grove. 


| HT al u 150 ek N os wth 
D. H Y ſhould dull Law ike. who. 
Y 2 W*; firſt made 

That Law by which herſelf is now ber ra: 


| 
| 
| 
| 5 D. John. O- baniſh it: Lovers like us ſhould fly, 


* * 9 
. = 
- 


Set forth to the old World, when from above 


: 
* 8 


16 Dn CARLOS, 


Ere Man's made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free: 
Each of himſelf was Lord, and rag; ein M | 
Ober a the Dias of his Gad-like Mind. 2 
Eaw was an Innovation brought in fince, _ 
When Fools began to love Obedience, __ 09 
And call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. | 
glorious Father — me in N 
ws all he-did was. eminently gr 75 5 
When. warlike Belgia felt his Vn Pow'r, 
And the proud Germans ond him Emperor. 
Why C 1 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, | 5 
Hut born obſcure, and ſo more like a God? 29 | 
No? tho his Diadem another wear, 7 
At leaſt to all his Pleaſures LIl be Heir: 0 
Here nne Fair. 
1 
she comes as the 8 Goddeſs moves, e | 
When looſe, and i e hariot drawn by Doves, 
rides to meet the warlike God ſhe loves. 
Eboli. Alas, my Lord, you know not with what Fear 
Hazard Lam come to meet you here. | 


And mounted by their Wiſhes ſoar on N 
Where ſofteſt Extaſies and Tranſports ar g 
While Fear alone diſturbs the lower As... x 3 
Eboli. But who is ſafe tore tet: are every where? 
Or if we could with happieſt 28 
Enjoy theſe Sweets, oh, — we fly, 
T'cſcape that Sight whence we-can no bicer 
D. John. Alas, lay this Religion now 
Ill ſhew thee one Tn pleaſant, that which Fave 


He came himſelf, and taught his Mortals Love. 

Eboli, Will nothing chen queneh your unruly Flame? 
My Lord, you might conſider who Tam: * 

D. John. I know x'acc her N love, wa e 


— TE | r 
oli. By Heav n he's 8 Brave nn | [ſte 
but i poor 
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Willbrand ay Name with Luft and Infamy ? 5 

D. John. Thoſe who are nobleſt born ſhoold hi ru. 
Love's Sweets. Oh! let me fly into thaſe Ey 
There's ſomething in em leads my Soul aſtray : 

As he wha in a Necromancer's Glaſs 
Beholds his wiſh'd-for Fortune by him paſs 
Purſues the Viſion as it glides away. &- 

Eboli. Protect me, Heavy n, —— fs. g 
Your Looks ſpeak Danger. I feel ſo 
That bids me fly, yet will not let me Half vg, 

Pray'rs i ifover I — 


D. Jam. Take —.— 
See at your Feet the humble 
. i. Rife, riſe, — bad 725 
* why wauld 3 deceive? 
D. John. How meny Waystqwound me yowrcemate? 
Speak wouldſt thou have an Empire at thy Feet? 
Say, WR _ _ the Aug my ? I'll conquer it. 
0; ve Empire far I could ize 
If N . "ear AE: 
: . W 
Ebal. For ever true. | 
D. Fohn. That thou may ſt ne Shave Caſe to fer ibo 
II be confin d for ever in thy Arms: Harras, 
ey I'll not ane ſhort Minute from thee ſtray; N 
ſelf Pl on thy tender Boſom lay, 7 


Ti in its Warrachs Pm we mn Rn 


Enter: Garcia. 


| Boll. 3 fly, or I'm undone. 


D. Muſt I without my Bleſſing then be 2 
* E 
_Eboli. A — — 4 
_ Ws fk. 

Pm aw'd —— 


a 2 E that on his Death Bed lies, | 

Loth with his Friends to part, juſt as ke dies, ml 

Thus ſends his Soul in Withes from his Eyes. [ie 
Eboli. O Heav'n! what Charms in Youth and 

Yet he in Conqueſt is not gone too far; 

Too eaſily IIl not my ſelf reſign: + FPG OSS 

Del abs, Pl — frthy mine; Draw 
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ps Don CARLOS, 
Draw him by ſubtle Baits into the Trap, '' © 
Till he's too far got in to make Eſcape; 
About him ſwiftly the ſoft Snare Pl! caſt, 
And whenI — there, Tll nn 
| * Enter Rui —_ Bel 
R. Go. Thus unaccompany'd I fi range 
The ſolitary Paths of dark — . 
The fearful Deer in Herds to Coverts run, 
While Beaſts of Prey affect to roam alone. 
. Eboli. Ah! my dear Lord, how do you end) your 1258 
You little think what my poor Heart endures; | 
Whilſt, with your Abſence tortur'd, I in vain 
Pant after Joys I ne'er can ho 
EK. Go. You cannot my U ST ſure upbraid; 
. You ſhould forgive thoſe Faults yourſelf have made. 
Remember you the Task you gave? 
Eboli. Tis true ONES - 
Your Pardon, for I do remember now. _ [ Sighs 
If 1 forgot, 'twas Love had all my Mind: 
And tis no Sin, I hope, to be too kind. 
N. Go. How happy am J in a faithful Wife! 
| Oh thou moſt precious Bleſſing of my Lite! 
Eboli. Does then Succeſs attend upon your Toil? „ 
T long to ſee you revel in the Spoil. "SD: 
XR. Go. What ſtricteſt Diligence could do, I've done, : . 
T'incenſe an Father his Son. 
I to Advantage told him all that's paſt, 
Deſcrib'd with Art each am'rous Glance they caſt: 
So that this Night he ſhunn'd the Marriage-Bed, 
Which thro' the Court has various Murmurs ſpread. 
Enter the King attended by Poſa. MF 
See where he comes with Fury in his Eyes; 
Kind Heaven but grant the Storm may higher riſe. 
IPt grow too loud, V1! lurk in ſome dark Cell, 
And laugh to hear my Magick work ſo well. 
King. What's all my Glory, all my Pomp? how her 
Is Greatneſs? or Wow vain is Pow'r? 
Where all the mighty Conqueſts I have ſeen? 
I, who o'er Nations have victorious been, 
Now cannot quell one little Foe within. 
Curs'd Jealouſy, that poiſons all Love's Sweets ! 
How heavy r Hen th made fits! 
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Prince of S PAIN. 1 19 

Oh Gomez, thou haſt giv'n my mortal Wound. 

R. Go. What ist does ſo your Royal Thoughts con- 
A King his Pow'r unbounded ought to have, (found? 
And ruling all, ſhould not be ballons Slave. ; 
King. Thou counſelbſt well, but art no Stranger ſure 
To the Cauſe of what I now endure, © 
Know'ſt thou what Poiſon thou didſt lately give? 
And doſt not wonder to behold me live? 

R. Go. I only did as by my Duty ty'd, 
And never ftudy'd any Thing beſide.. 

Tr: I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care: 

Quickly what paſt between em more, Sts. 
How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies! | 
As he, who in a Fever burning lies. 
Firſt of his Friends does for a Drop implore, .. 
Which taſted once, unable to give o'er, | 5 
Knows tis his Bane, yet ſtill thirſts after more. 
Oh then 

R. Go. ——1 fear that you'll interpret wrong; 
"Tis true, they gaz d, but twas not very long. 8 

King. Lie ſtill, my Heart: Not long, was't that you {aid ? 
R. Go. No longer than they in your Preſence ſtay'd. 
King. No longer ? Why, a Soul in leſs time flies 
To Heav'n; and they have chang'd theirs at their Eyes. 
Hence abject Fears, be gone: ſhe's all Divine. 
Speak; Friends, gan Angels in Perfection fin. 

R. Go. Angels that ſhine above, do off beſtow 
Their Influence on poor Mortals here below. 

King. But Carlos is my Son, and always near; 
Seems to move with me in — glorious Sphere. 
True, ſhe may ſhow'r promiſcuous Bleſſings down 
On Slaves that gaze for what falls from a Crown: 
But when too kindly ſhe his Brightneſs ſees, 
It robs my Luſtre to add more to his. 
But Oh! I dare not thin 3 
That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaſt ſo humble be, 
To ſtoop to him, when they had vanquiſh'd me. 

Poſa. Sir, I am proud to think | know the Prince, 
That he of Virtue has too great a Senſe, 
To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the Bound 
Of ſtricteſt Duty. He to me has own'd 


5 — 


How 


"I - Der Rn 
How much was to his former Paſſion due, 
Yet ſtill confeſs d heabove all priz'd you ; 

R. Go. You better reconcile, Sir, ANG > 

| Be not more charitable than y r 
The King is fick, wr rea us him Eaſe, .,. 
But firſt out the Depth of his L Heaſe::.. - 1 
Too {ſudden Cures have oft ious grown; 

We muſt not heal up feſter d Wounds teo ſoon. 

King. By this then yow2Pow'r wou'd o'er me gain, | 
Wounding to let me linger in the Pain. 9} 
I'm hung, and won't the Torture long endure : 5 
Serpents that wound, have Blood theſe Wounds to eure. 

R. Go. Good Heay'n tarbid that I ſhould ever dare 
To queſtion Virtue in a Queen ſo fair; 

'Tho' ſhe her Eyes caſt on her glorious Son: 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet covet none. 

King. Think not to blind me with dark io h g 
The Truth diſguĩs d in obſcure Contraries. 2 | 
No, Iwill trace his Windings; all her dar by | 

And ſubtleſt Paths, each li 4 mark. "2% 

If the prove falſe, as yet I fear, the die. 
Enter Queen attended, and Henrietta, | 4 

Ha! here! O let me turnaway my Eyes, * 

For all around ſhe'll her bright Beams diſplay: 
Shou'd I to gaze on the wild Meteor ſtay, C 
Spite of my ſelf I ſhould be led aſtray. 

4 Exit the King attended looking at the © want. 
Queen. How ſcornfully he is withdrawn! f 

Sure ere his Love he'd 3 me know his Power: 1 
As Heav'n oft thunders ere it ſends a Shaw'r. I 
This Spaniſh Gravity is v _ $ 


things are by Severity ſo , 
That little Love dares hardly ene. N 
old Age expect. 


Hen. Alas! what can you 


When frail uneaſy Men R : 
Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind, 
Tho ſuch as in extinguiſh'd Fire you'll find; 
Where ſome Remains of Heat the Aſhes hold, 
Which (if for more you open) ſtraight. are cold. 
Queen. Twas Intereſt and on Ba the de 


That 


. that bold Impaſer on our 
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That always to dark Ends miſguides our WI. evict . 
R i . 2 "= 
It was by that unhappy France was led, 8 
When tho' by Contratt I thould Carles wed, of” 
Wr dot RI 5 
W "ſt thou, Henrietta ? en. fig. 
Heh. Who is it can oi eb ghee CH | 
Enow your tad Fay, ui yer rom Grief rtdatu? * 
With Pleaſure oft I've heard you ſmiling tell | 
Of Carlos Love. © 1 | 


In that brave Princes Courtſhip there did meet 
All that we could ing call or ſweet. 
At ev'ry Point he-with Advantage ſtood ; 
Fierce as a Lion, if proyok*dabroad; © 
Elſe ſoft as e eee i "in 
Hen. One fo accompliſt'd, and that lov d you too, 
With what Reſentments, muſt he part with you? 
Methinks 1 pity him — But oh! in vain: © | 
He's both above my Pity and my Pain. [LA. 
That which ler weil Abompola you pe Cy 
W car ou too. FX 
Der Don Carlos, aft — 
Queen. Alas the Prince? There to my Mind appears 
Something that in me moves unuſual Fears. | 


2 Away, Henrietta ; : . ; [offers to ge. 
, D. Car. Why would you be gone? 


Is Carlos's Sightungrateful to you grown ? 

If tis, fpeak : In Obedience I retire. 1 | 

Queen. No,you may ſpeak, but muſt advance no nighrr. 174 

D. Car. Muſt I then at that awful Diſtance fue,” 

As our Fore-farhers were compell d to do, 

) When they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 

3 Where none but 1 Prieft e 

Let me approach; Fe nothing for your Ear, 

But what's ſo pure it night be offer d there. 5 
wetn. Too bug dis ding tous for me hereto ffay: 


Lan: 


3 b | | 
If you muſt f What would ? 
you mult ſpeak, pre What 0 
= * v * . N 7 ** ; =» + - 2 . , kyeels 
MS LOR: * 
* - * . - CE " » * . 
„An | ' i's #3 4% ; 
7" 1 — by - * 
* — * T's 
LOS N —_— \ s ws ++ @ Nay. N 
Ar. . . — 
4 , ot ts * 
ONE" ISL — . 


i be, CARLOS, 
Nay, this = Ceremony pray give oer. 


The Wretch y ve oft ſeen dying at your Feet, 


Yet you ſhould ſtill have * in my Breaſt. 


een. In vain on her Oh Obligations ay, . _—_ * 7h 

Who wants not Will, but Power to repay... __— 

Hen. Yethad you Henrietta's Heart, you would | 2 
At leaſt ſtrive to afford him all you could. [A. 


Kind Look pay doubly all I've D _ 


D. Car. Was I ner in this Poſture ſeen before? 
Ah! can yourcruel Heart ſo ſoon relign . | 

All Senſe of theſe fad Sufferings of mine ?. : 

To your more juſt Remembrance, if you can, eee 
Recal how Fate ſeem'd kindly to ordain / "Y 


That once you ſhould be — Which 1 bebe 


Tho now, alas! I find I was deceiv d. 
Auen. Then Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not me 1 
B. Car. I will not ſay y ave broke the Vows To . 3 

Only implore you would notquite forget... 


And now no other Fayour begs to have, 
Than ſuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave. is i 
For midſt your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaſt you now and then may think of him. 
Queen. If e er youlov'd me, you would bir 


It isa Lan e which I dare not hear. 


My Heart and Faith beconie your Father _ * 


other Paſſions I muſt now f 
D. Car. Can then a Crown — 75 Majeſty diſpenſ 

Upon your Heart ſuch mighty Influence, 4 

That I muſt be for ever baniſh'd thence? - 

Had I been rais'd to all the Heights of Pow'r r. 

In Triumph crown'd the World's great 3 ? 

Of all its Riches, all its State po lei d, 


D. Car. Oh! fay not you want Pow' 13 you 33 


And knew you but the Innocence I bear, N 
How park le oo all 1 A Wiſhes a are, 5 os £5 
You would not ſcruple to my Want. 
When all I ask you may fo 8 10 gen # e „ 
ueen. F le too well I nd 
Thar ſtill at leaſt I cannot be unk ing. 16h 

D. Car. Afford me then that littlewhich 7 crave.” 

en. You ſhall not want what I may let you have. 
[Gives Hand 50. 
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prince of SPAIN. a | 23 1 
D. Car. Like one. "3s ON PORT * 

That ſees a Heap of Gems before him caſt, . 
Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe him beſt; _— © 
From the rich Treaſure whilſt 1 Choice fhould/ wake, > 
Dazzled with all, I know not where to take. 
I would be rich | 

een. Nay, you too tar eneroach; 
I fear I have already given too much. [ Tierns Sow hin 


D. Car. Oh take not back again th appexring Bliſs: 
How difficult's the Path to Happineſs ! 


F Wbilſt up the Precipice we climb with Pain, 


One little Slip throws us quite down again. 
Stay, Madam, 5 you nothing more can give, 
Than juſt enough to 1 a Wretch alive; 
At leaſt — 4. how I've lov d | 

Queen. — I will. 

D. Car. That was ſo kind, that I muſt 6 ſtill; 
Let me love on: It is a very poor 
And eaſy Grant, yet T'll requeſt no more. 

Queen. Do you believe that N Lo beiin, 

* not expo to be beloved 

D. Car. Ves, I will love, an Ek Pm happy too, 
So long as I can find that you are ſo: 
All my Diſquiets baniſh from my Breaſt; 
I will endeavour to do ſo at leaſt. [ Sigbhing W 5 
Or if I can't my Miſeries outwear, - 1 
They never more ſhall come t offend your Ear. (admire, 

Queen. Love then, brave Prince, whilſt VI! thy Love 

[Gives her Hand, which Don Carlos during all this 

Speech kiſſer eagerly. 
Yet keep the Flame ſo pure, ſuch chaſte Deſire, 74 
That without Spot hereafter we above | | 


May meet, when we ſhallcome all Soul, all Love. 


Ti when —— O! whither am I run aſtray? Re - 
T grow too weak and muſt no longer ſtay : f 


For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm ſo ſtrong would grow, 


I find that I ſhall w ant the Power to go. 
—— [Ex Veen and Henrietta, 
D. Car. Oh ſweet : 
If ſuch Tranſport be in a Taſte ſo ſmall, k f 
How bleſs d muſt he be that poſſeſſes all | 
Where am I Poſa? Where's the Queen? [Standing N 
oſa. 


— 


24 Dos „ CARLOS, 
/ A e K te to your Heart afford: 
"The Queen's retifdo——— | 

D. Cr. Retir d! And did the then 
| uſt ſhew me Heav'n,. tomy Pin th mar 

little mic more oa Pain 1 

For now. I'm more impatient than 
And have diſcover'd Riches make — N 
Pa. But ſince thoſe Treaſures are not to be had, 

You ſhould correct Deſires that drive e | 
Beyond that Duty which becomes à Son. 
No longer let the Tyrant Love invade; 
The Brave may by themſelves be happy made. 
You to your Father now muſt all reſign. 

D. Car. But ere he robb d me of her, the was mine. 
To be my Friend is all thou haſt to do, yl po 
For batt ew Miſeries thou canſt not know. 

elf happy ! Bid the Damm d do ſo; 

— 1 be forever toll, 8 
Yet ſtill in View of ONE Heav'n dave loſt, . 
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ACT III. $CENE "< 


2 Grove comtiawes. 
er Dan haun of Auf |. _ 


1 ow vainly would dull Moraliſts 
H Limits on Love, whoſe Nature — 
Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be (Laves ? 
Inconſtant with unbounded Liberty, 25 5 


I find it; for ev n mow Pve bad a Feaſt, | 
Of which a God might covet for a Taſte. 


M ST yet —— 
| Seb e e Devotion in ker pes 
The tende: Lamb came tothe Saczifies, = 
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h 


Oh how her Charms ſurpriz d me 1 1h 


Tell me 


gre 951 The.” 


r Fr. 

And I ev'n loſt the Pow'r to 

But thoſe croſs Witel ſoon — a's 5 ay” 
And I was tal # in Frances fweeter fr: ag." 


As anchor'd Veſſels in Late then ride, x; ” = 
Rock'd ot the Swellings of the floating Tide. g 
How wretched then's Man, who tho” alone 13 4 
He thinks he s bleſt, you? confin'd to one, 3 4 IT. 
Is but at he A 5 2 Throne? 

To 4% Poft, aid: Gomez. 0p 
King. Ye mi 9231 nc whoſe Subſtitutes'we as | 


On Mgr wer bat vs of Earth the Rule and Care. 
0 


you reward with ill, | 4 
=Y to e del wetting Cares add greater til? | „ 
O how could I your Deities enrage, 1 an 
That bleſs d my Youth thus to afflict my Age 0 IJ 
A Queen cen n Sau Inceſt! diſmal Thought!!! 
D. John. What ist fo ſoon his Majeſty. h brot 
From the {off Ams of his Joung Bride? {Tb Ser, 
Ning. — A true! 


1 the not, Auftria, young and charming too? 


Doſt thou not think het to Wonder fair? ee = 


D. Fob. * Heav'n thore bright than Planets are: 
Hr «Force might ov ther ow'rout-do: 0 
ing. N45, as falſe, and an unconſtant too.” 5 

ole Auſtria {ev 1 fo outward bright weer en 
Should be within all dark and ugly y Night! HED 1 TIDE 

For ſhe, to whom'Fad dedicated all OT 245 2440” 

My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul. t; | 
Takes frorm its Shrine the precious Relick down, Be 
T”'adorn a little Idol of her'own,  *-- | 88 
My Son! that Rebel both to Heav'n and me! N 
Oh the giſtracting Throvys of Jealou7/ x 
But as a drovening” Wretel ju liks to fink; Lt ES 

See him that threw him in upon the Brink; 


At the third Plunge Uys hold upon his kee, . 50 


And tugs him down into Deſtruction too: Re 

So thou from whom theſe Miſeries I've Known, + 

Shall bear me out again, or with me drown. LY 
: "TE rowghty © on Ru 1 ” 


5 Den AR LOS, 
R. Go. My Loyalty will teach ms e 
All the Succeſſes of my Sovereign;s Fate. 
* Great, Sir, you. id command. me? 


Wi — 


King. 1 
What ist? -I know a een ns thee 4% 
Shay Ale What tis chat I want. | 
What Frenzy D Tempe havnt? 


Ju en wham ? 
King. On m | flle Queen and'$ ' [have done? 
R. Go. On them! good H. n! what ist chat they 


Oh had 12 had. been 


This 0 LE Half w. 
King. -Then hen cant what thou'lt Gid: 

Didſt thou not tell me that thou ſawy ſt hins Hand 
Printing ſoft Vows in Kiſſes on her Hand; [4.6 
Whilſt in Requital ſhe ſuch Glances gave, 
Would quicken. a dead Lover in his Grave? 

R. Go. I did; and what: 1e6 could the Queen allow 
To him, than you to every aſſal ſhow ? // e 0 
Th affording him that little from Love s Store, | 
Im: ly'd that ſhe for you reſerv'd much mare. 

King. Oh, doubtlels, the aur have» wand rous toro” 
of Love, that ſells it at a rate fo poor. 

Now thoud'ſt rebate my Paſſions with Advice; ; 
And when thou ſhouldſt be ative, wou'dit be VE 
No, lead me where 1 may their inceſt ſec. xt 
Do? or by Heav'n—— do, and I'lf worſhip thee! 
Oh how my Paſſions drive me to and fro! - _ 1 
Under their Joey Weight 1 yield ga fu 85 45 ane 
But VII re-gather yet my Strength, 2 8 8 
Brandiſhing all my Thunder in my Hand | 
Poſa. And may it be ſent forth, 3 


5 Light fatally and heavy on your Foes. 


But let your Loyal Sen and Conſort; bear _ 

No ill, ark they of any hr ine | 

Here with my Sword Defiance 1 

To that bold Traitor that dares Wrong their Fame. , 
D. Join. [roo dare with myLifetheirCauſe make good.) 

King. Sore well their Innocence N "ave underſtood, | 

That you ſo prodigal are of your Blood. 

Or would'ſt thou ſpeak. me Comfort? I would find | 

Mong 'ſt all my Counſellors at leaſf one kind. 


Yet 


Princeof SPAIN. uy © 

Yet any thing like that I muſt not hear; J/ | 

For ſo my Wrongs | ſhould too tamely bear, 22 
And 3 my own mean Flatt erer. 

7. bar 


Poſa, wi | 
My Lords, all thin form bend. 
R. Go. Yes, 1 d it, Sir, with _— 
The young Lord's — — RG 
King. Is he then dg ory 
I am inviron d 


From each Side he had Warning 81 

Yet ſtill he brav'd his Fate, and fo will l. 2500 „ 16F 

To ſtrive for Eaſe would but add more to Pain: 

As Streams that beat againſt their Banks in vain, © | 

Retreating ſwell into a Flood again. 31 

No, I'll do Things the World ſhall k to hears 

My juſt Revenge to true a 8 bear, 

As 1 Heav'n itſelf 1 A 

And co its Vengeance out 

All but Jad Gomez, I muſt 3 | 

I've ſomething to difcourſe with him alone. 
Ex. Onmes, prater King and Gomez. 

Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate: 

Thou'ſt wrought my Senſe of Wrong ta ſuch a Height, 

Within my Breaſt it will no longer Stay, 

But grows each Minute till it force its W 

I would not find myſelf at laſt deceiv d. 

R. Go. Nor Rk your Reaton be believ'd. 
"Think, Sir, y be but Fear '' N 
Of loſing 2 2 you hold ſo dear. 
Your Queen and Son may yet be innocent: ol 
1 know but what they did, not what the meant. 

King. Meant! What ſhould Looks, and Sighs, and Pre 
No, no; I need not hear it o er again. (fings mean? 
No Repetitions ſomething muſt be don 
Now there's no Ill I know that I would ſnun. ile 
= 1 6 think Pve in their Jn — hors | 
Full charg*d wit and with m 
Like a Granado from x Cannon ſhot, ee a 

2 
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Which lights at laſt upon the Enemy's Ground, 
Then breaking deals DeftruRtion all around. [Exit.King. 
R. Go. So, now his Jealouſy is at the Top, 
Each little Blaſt will ſerve to keep it up. 
But ſtay; there's ſomething I've omitted yet; * 
Poſa's mine Enemy; and true, r ag Eo 
„I'm arm'd gainſt all that he can mos 
For my Snare's large enough agg. old him too: 
Yet I'll diſguiſe that Purpoſe ant 
But when he with the reſt is cad oil, 
Tl boldly out, and wanton in the Spell n - 
. Enter Poſh. N 
Poſa. My Lord Rui Gomez! and the King not here: . 
You, who ſo eminent a Fav'rite are 
In a King's Eye, ſhould neer be abſent thence. | 
EKR. Go. No, Sir, tis you that by a riſing Prince 
Are cheriſh'd, and fo tread a ſafer Way, | 
Rich in that Bliſs the World waits to enjoy. 5 
Poſa. Since what may bleſs the World we ought to prize, 
1 wiſh there were no publick Enemies: | 
No lurking Serpents Poiſon to diſpenſe, FF | 
Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innocence 
No Flatt'rers, that with Royal Goodneſs ſport, 

Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over-run a Court. 
R. Go. Nay, if good Wiſhes any Thing could 4 
J have as earneſt Wiſhes, Sir, as you: | 

That tho perhaps our King enjoys the beſt - 

Of FR r, yet may he ſtill be Our died. 

May 
Poſa. Nay Gomez, you ſhall ne'er ide me there; ? 


Since for Great Philip's Good | would you were 
(If poſſible) more honeſt than you are. 
R. Go. Why, 2 /a, what Detect can you diſcern? 
Poſa. Nay, half your Myſteries I'm yet to learn; 
Tho' this 1 be 7 raſtity to all, 
That 8 a generous Prince's Fall. [Gomez ſmiles. 
Nay, think-not by your Smiles and careleſs Port, | 
To laugh it off; come not here to ſport, 
I do 9 4 | = RA bis = 
KR. Go. Lord, what M : 
This Heat: * OY 5 
_ To * you ſee [ know y'arc bat. 


R. Go. 


— 


Prince of SPAIN. 20 
R. Go. Nay then, I pardon ask that I did ſmile 
| By. Heav'n, I thought y had jeſted all this while. 
Poſa. Yes, more baſe than impotent or old. 
All Virtue in Thee, like thy Blood, runs cold: 
Thy rotten putrid Carcaſe is leſs full 
Of Rancour and Contagion than thy Soul. 
Ev'n now before the King, 1 ſaw it plain; | | 
Put Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then. F 
5 ow I dar'd thy Treafon with my Sword: . 
ut ſtill — | | 
Thy Villany talk'd all: Courage had not a Word. 
True, thou art old, yet if thou haſt a Friend, 
To whom thy curſed Cauſe thou dar ſt commend; 
Gainſt him in publick I'll the Innocence 7 
Maintain ot the fair Queen and injur'd Prince. 
R. Go, Farewel, bold Champion ———— 
Learn better how your Paſſions to diſguiſe, 
Appear leſs cholerick, and be more wiſe. ¶ Exit. R. Go. 
Poſa, How frail is all the Glory we deſign, - + 
Whilſt ſuch as theſe have Pow'r to undermine? 
Unhappy Prince! who might'{t have fafely ſtood, 
If thou hadſt been leſs great, or not ſo good. 
ws the vile Monſter's Blood did I not ſhed, - - 
all the Vengeance draw on my own Head? 
My Honour fo had had this juſt Defence, 
That I preſeryv'd my Patron and my Prince. 
Enter Carlos and the Queen. 
Brave Carlos : Ha! he's here. O Sir, take heed, 
By an unlucky Fate your Love is led. 0 
The King, the King your Father's jealous grown, 
Forgetting her his Queen, or you his Son, | 
Calls all his Vengeance er you both. 
D. Car. Has then the falſe Rai Gomez broke his Oath ; 
And, after all, my Innocence betray'd? P 
Poſa Yes, all his ſubtleſt Snares are for you laid. 
The King within this Minute will be here; 8 
And you are ruin'd, if but ſeen with her. A 
Retire my Lord 


Queen. How! is he jealous grown? 
I thought my Virtue he * better known. * 
| 3 is 


30 3 a 


on bas array have ſoon found _ Way | 
o ntry on our Marriage 

For 2 "en has not par a: Seb me a Night: 
Per Tyranny 1s his ; 57 
And to fh g be his Cruelty is grown, 

_ He'd exerciſe it = his Queen and Son. 

But ſince, my Lord, this Time we muſt obey 
Our Intereſt, . you would not ſtay: 

Not ſeeing e may to me be juſt. 

D. Car. S Man Madam? 

Queen. Yes, you muſt. 

D. Car. Not then when Storms againſt your virtue riſe, 
No; ſince to loſe you wretched Carlos dies, | 
He'll have the Honour of it in your Cauſe. 
This is the nobleſt Thing that Fate could do; 
She thus abates the Rigour of her Laws, | 
Since *tis ſome Pleaſure but to die for you. _ 
x2en. Talk not of Death, ane . 

When their baſe Fears compel them to 1 . 
Hope's the far nobler Paſſion of the Mind; 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that with Caution kind; 

Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone, | 
They who, tho? ſhe ſeem'd froward, yet court on. 

D. Car. To wretched Minds thus ſtill ſome Comfort 
And Angels eaſe our Griefs, tho but with Dreams. 1 
I have too oft already been deceiv d, Y 
And the Cheat's grown too plain to be believ'd, . 
You. Madam, bid — go. [Leoking —_—— 


Queen. You m 
| Poſa. You ſball. 
Alas I love you, would not ſee you fall; 
And yet may find ſome Way tvade it all. 
D. Car. Thou, Poſa, ever wert my trueſt Trind\ 
I almoſt wiſh thou wert not now ſo kind. 
Thou of a Thing that's loft tak*ſt too much Care; 
And you, fair Angel, too indulgent are. [Tothe 1 
Great my Deſpair, but ſtill my Love is higher. 
Well — in Obedience to you Il retire; 
Tho? during all the Storm I will be nigh, * ; 


Where if J ſee the Danger grow too high, 
To fave you, Madam, I'll come forth and die. | 
[Exit Don Carlos. 
Euter 
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| ee e e 
King. Who wouldbave Peta e this adererbeen* | 
[Sing Pola and e 
Diſtration! Whereſhall m —.— 
Why, he's the very Bawd toult her Ang 35 
An to diguiſeit puts om Friendſhip's Mask :- 
But his Diſpatch, Nui- mex, is thy Tusk. 8221 
With him — 5 
And under that Diſguiſe feduce A 
Then in ſame Place ſi for the Deedi 4 
The Bus neſs by - ren — can 
R. King. 80, ee ol r 
Tu crſtand you oome to ain 
I hear you are already — | 
And dare ſuſpe& my Virtuewnh your: . | 
King. Oh Weman-kind* thy Myſt ries who can fu 
Too deep for eaſy, weak, believing Man? 2 IE 
Hold, let me look: Indeed y'arewondrous fair; 
So on the outſide Sales Apples were: 
And yet within, when opemd to the View, 
Not half ſo dangerous, or ſo foul as du. 2 
Queen. Unhappy wraehed waren that Lam! 
And ee popped! IE. 
Do you not bluſh? ane? 
w hh 7 ——— an 
Bluſn too, cer ve 
— —ꝛ— = 
When firſt I ſaw and lov'd that tem Eye, 
The Fiend within the Flame I did — | 
But ſtill ran on and cheriſſid my Deſires, 
For heav'nly Beams — infernal Fires 
Such raging Fires as you have ſince thought fit 
Alone my Son, my Som s hot Youth ſhould meet. 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! --—-- 
ueen. Poor ungenerous King! 
How mean's the Soul from which ſach Thoughts muſt 
Was it for this I did ſo late ſubmit, (ipring, 
To let you whineand languiſhat my Feetz 
el | B 4 When 


* * 
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When with falſe Oaths, you didmy Heart ow 

And proffer d all your Empire für a Smile? 

Then, then m — *twasI did reſign, 

Tho ail Ovore you would preſerve it mine. | 
And — wallbeſo, for from this Hour N 
I vow to hate, and never ſee you more. ? 

| Nay, frown not, Philip, for you ſoon ſhall know | 
I canreſent and rage as well as you. - : 

King. By Hell, her Pride sas raging as W * 
A Guard eee Seize the Queen er Guard. 
Enter. Carlos, and intercepts the Guards. T 
D. Car. — Hold, Sir, be juſt. 1 
Firſt look on me, whom once you call d your sea, 

A of ca I wasalways proud to-own. 

| Good Heav'n! to meritthis what have] debe. 

That e toodaresbefore my Sight appear? 

D. Car. Why, Sir, where is the Cauſe that] ſhould fea? | 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know: + 
The R why ydu uſe this Princeſs ſo.) 
King. Sure I ſhall find ſome way unser. 

He talks as if twere for his Privi 

Foul Raviſher of all my Honour, hence! 92 

But ſtay! Guards, with the Queen ewe be Prince, \ 

Wherefore in may Reven ſhould I be low ? : 551 

Now in my Reach, Ill daſnh em at aBlow. _ 

Enter Don John of Auſtria, Eboli, Henrietta, and Garcia. 

D. John. I come, Great Sir, with Wonder here to {oe 

Your Rage grow up to this Extremiti x. 

Againſt your — Queen, and loyal Son; | 

What ist that they to merit Chains have done? 

Ori is t your own wild Jealouſy alone? 

King. O Auſtria, thy vain Enquiry ceaſe, 

If thou haſt any value for thy Peace. 

My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an Accent bear, 

*T would make thee miſerable but to hear. 
D. Car. Father, if I may. dare to call you ſo, 
Since now I doubt if I'm your Son or no 

As you have ſeald my Doom, I may complain. 

King. Will 3 Monſter dare to Tpeak again? 
D. Car. Yes: Men ſhould not their houghts 
A _— you take El Joy 1 in Cruelties, A 


| Prince of SPAIN. 33 
Ere of my Death ee Ef 
Be pleas'd to hear how cruel _ have | 
Time was that we were ſmil d on by our Fate, 
You not unjuſt, nor I unfortunate: 
Then, then I was your Son, and you were glad: 
To hear my early Praiſe was talk'dabroad. WT > 3 
Then Love's dear Sweets you to me would diſplay, | 
Told me where this rich beauteous Treaſure lay, | 
And how to gain't inſtructed me the Way. 
I came, and = and low d and bleſs d you for't : 
But then when Love had ſeabd her to my Heart, 
You violently tore her from Side: 
And *cauſe my bleeding Wound Lcould not hide, 
But ſtill . Pleaſure to behold her tokæx 
You now will have my Life but for a Look, 
Wholly forgetting all the Pains I bore, | 
Your Heart with envious Jealouſy boils o er, 
Cauſe I can Love no leſs, and you no more. 
Hen. Alas! how can you hear this ſoft complaint, 
And not your harden d ſtubborn Heart relent? 
Turn, Sir, ſurvey that comely, awful Man. 
an to my Pray'rs 4 a cruel it you —— 
Away, Deluder, taug ht thee to ſue? 
1 i. Loving the Queen, hat f. ſne leſs can do, 
Than lend her Aid againſt the dreadful Storm? « | 
King. Why can the Devil dwell too in that Form? 2 
This is their little Engine by the by, 
A Scout to watch and tell when Danger's nigh. 
Come pretty Sinner, thou lt inform me all, | 
How, where, and. when; nay, do not fear you ſhall, 
Hen. Ah, Sir, unkind! —— | - 
King., —— Now hold thy Siren's Tongue ; 
Who would have thought there was a Witch ſo young? 
D. John. Can you to ſuing Beauty ſtop your Ears? 


[Takes up Hen. and makes his Audreſ to ber. 


Heav'n lays its Thunder by, and gladly hears, 
When Angels are become Petitioners. 0 
oli. Ha! what makes Auſtria ſo officious oe; 


That ne ſeems as it ſent his Heart to her. | 
[Ade to Garcia. 


. 4 D. Car. 


— F 


17 "8 - ** Ny w" . 
D. Car. A erthen of Blood fine gas 

Yet you way fat yourſelf with mine. 

T love the Queen, I have confeſs d, tis true: 

Proud too to think I love her more than you; 

Tho! ſhe, by Heav'n, is clear but | indeed 

Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to bleed. | 

There were no lawleſs Thoughts that I did want, 

Which Love had Pow'r toask, or Beauty grant; 

- Tho' I ne er yet found Hopes to raiſe em on, J 

For ſhe did Al pref erve her Honour's Throne, 

And daſh the bold SI 

maven — give, 1 


Fondly 5 ſtrive; 
As ſome —— roar won't believe. - . 
Queen. Whilſt, Prince, my Preſervation you deſign, | 
Blot not your Virtue toadd more to mine. 
The Clearneſs of my Truth 14 not have ſhewn, 
By any other Light beſides itsown.. 
No, Sir, — * — all this has aid, 
Why ſocld you — — wrong? ap? 
Why ſho ink that1 
Muſt I needs be unchaſt becauſe T 8 chouf 
King. Unconſtant wav'ring: Heart, v > 
I ſhiver all, and know not hat I do. 4 
1 who _ now have Armies led to ae 
Thought War a Sport, and 
Whole Winter Nights ſtood —— dat Rook 
Daring my Foes; CI ek. 
Oh turn away thoſe Baſilisks, thy Eyes 
Th? infection: s fatal, and who fees OI 
A. Oh, do not fly me; I have nO Deen — 
Upon your Life, for you may yet fave mine; [Kneels: 
Or if at laſt I muſt my Breath tubmit, N 
Here take it, tis an Off ring at your Feet: 
Will you not look on me, my deareſt Lord? 
King. Why? wouldft thou live? £ 
Queen. Yes, if you'll fay the Word. | 
D. Car. Oh Heayn ! howcoldly and unmov'd he fees 
A praying Beauty proſtrate on her Knees! - 
Riſe, Madam [Steps to zake her up. 
_ 


| . | > bo * my 
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"Xing. - Bold Encroacher, touch her not: 
' Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are hot, | 
W ke mefer—- by Hear'nthou art 
244 oe I Looks earneſtly at her. 
6d falſe vile Women Oh my — I 
22 
And never come into e , 
Be baniſh'd ever. . 5 
At leaſt till l e 
Grant me but ſo much Time; and vhen thats dane, . 
If you thipk for ever Hbe gone. 
ve all this hie been angry, but i in win: 
She ene. then etame again. 
Oh, wer t thou true, how happy ſhould I be! 
Think ſt thou that ĩ have Joy to part with hee? 
No, all my Kingdom for the Bliſs d gire: 
Nay, tho it were not ſo, but to believe. 
Come, for I can t avöid it, cheat mequite. 
Queen. I would not, Sir, mage puns if I might. 
But if you'll take my Oaths, by all above, 


"Tis you, and only you that 1 will love. 
King. Thus as a a Mariner that Ns 
With Pleaſure hears th* enticing Siren's. 


Unable his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 
Boldly — tho Certrin to bedrown'd. 
Come to my eu rhe make no Delay: 
| Takes AA vs; a 
My Rage is huſh'a, andi room for Joy | 
Queen. Again you IAthink that L unjuſt * 
No, gs art all oer Truth, and 1 all L. 
Oh that we might for ever thus remain * : 
In folded Arms, and never Pert againg 
+1 Queen. Command Me anything and try your Pow'r.. 
King. Then from this Minute ne er ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, chat dar ſt do Ill — 
For ever here i baniſh thee my Court. I DN 
Within ſome Cloiſter. lead a private Life, | T7 
That | may love and rule without this Si. 
Here oli, receive her to thy 


Obarge: 
The Treaſure's aud che Nun 
ann au. 3 
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- Whilſt I retiring hence, my ſelf make fit _ 12 
To wait for Joys which are too fierce to meet. [Ex _ 

D. Car. My Exile from his Preſence I can bear 
With Pleaſure: but no more to look on her! | © 
Oh'*tisadreadtul Curſe I cannot bea. 
No, Madam, all his Power ſhall nothing do: AT vin! 

Pl 22 take my Baniſhmentfrom n. 

ou command me, fee how far III fr. 
ueen. Will Carlos be at laſt my Enemy 2. 
Conſider this Submiſſion | have ſhown, 
2 to . Saftety than my e 
2 you needleſs Ways deviſc 
ſe a 1 which I ſo dearly prize. _ 

ID. Car. So now her Fortune's made, ie 
Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift. [4p 4 
Madam, you might have ſpar d the Cracky, [To the Ver 
Bleſs'd with your Sight I was prepar d to die, 0 
But now to loſe it drives me to 7 Deſpair, ek 
Making me wiſh to die, and yet nord. „ ie 
Well, to ſome ſolitary Shore III roam 9 
And never more into your Preſence come, C 
Since I already find I'm troubleſome. | /.+ I going. 

_— Stay, Sir, yet ſtay : ----You * lee me ſo. 

D. Car. Ha! A. 

Queen. I muſt talk with you before you go. 

Oh Carlos how unhappy is our State? _- - 
How foul a Game was play d us by our Fate 85 
Who promis d fair when we did firſt begin, 
Till envying to ſee us like to win e 
Streight fell to cheat, and throw'the fue Loti in. 
My Vows to you I now remember all. 89 
D. Car. Oh, Madam, I can hear no 'more----- „ Fa 
Heen.” ----- You ſhall— Kneels tom 
For I can't chooſe but let you know, r 
If you'll reſolve on't, yet will with you die. 
D. Car. Sure nobler Gallantry was never —. 
Good Heav 'n this Bleſſing is too much for one: 
No, tis enough for me to die alone. 
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. | 

Queen. Nay, Sir, by all our Loves I charge he. 
But to what Country whereſoe er you go, | 
Forgetnot me, for ll — * 


D. Car. | 


[ 


| Printe of S PAIN. 
D. car. Shall 1 ſuch Virtue and ſuch Charbns 
No, never. — 
Queen. Oh chat; we had never met. at 
But in our diſtant Climates ſtill been free! 
I might have heard of you, and you of / me: by 
So (dveardaHapplueſs more ſafely mov'd; . : 
And never been thus wretched, yet have loy'di - '- + 
What makes you look ſo wildly ? . Why Pref — 2 
D. Car. A faint cold Dam Ir. 
Dazeen, What ſhall we do? — 
D. Car. -----Do any thing but part; 
Or ſtay ſo long till my poor Soul expires: 
In view of all the Glory: it admires. 
Eboli. In ſuch a Lover how might] be blew! 
Oh! were | of that noble Heart poſſeſs d, 
How ſoft, how eaſy would I make his Bands! [Aſide. 
But, Madam, you forget the King 5 Commands: | 
* [To the Deen. 
Longer to ſtay, your Dangers will renew. 
D. Car. Ah Princes! Lover's Pains Crs 3opeets 
Or what it is to part, as we pak ade abel 
Part too for ever — li 
After one Minute never more to tand 
Fix'd on thoſe Eyes, or preſſing this Gf Hand. 
'T were but enough to feed one, and not ſtarve; 
Vet that is more than I did e er deſerve: 
Tho Fate to us is niggardly and poor, 
That from Eternity can't {pare one k Hour. 
Queen. If it were had, that Hour would ſoon be gone, 
And we ſhould wiſh to draw another on. 
No, rigorous Neceſſity has made 


Us both his Slaves, and now will be obey d. . Pp” 
Come, let us try the parting Blow to bear. Fd 
Adieu | 

D. Car. Farewel. | bee, nee. 
— I'm fix'd 3 here, 
| cannot ſtir ----- 


Queen. Shall l the Way then Na Pt 0 


Now hold, my Heart:------ - 
[ Goes to the Door, then flops, and arm ; back again. 
— Nay, Sir, why don't you go? 
8 Car. Why do you ſtay? 


* 
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35 Dos C an 
122 1 V0. Th 7 
RW You ſhalla while. pony Tf 
With one Look more-my Miſeticsbeguile = ys 
That may ſupport my Heart till you are gone. 
Leen. oli / thy Help, er Pm unden. 
0 Tales bold. on Ebel. 
5 Here take it then, and with it too my Life. 6 
Fc, — PF — 
Cur. Courage wi Tortures is at Strife. 
Since my 'Griefs . dare not kill, | 
Tll try to vanquiſh and out-toil the Ill. | 
Well, Madam, now I'm en 
Since Lat ceive 3 muſt 8 . V5 
To venture Encounter II be þ 
Leads her t6-the Door 
For certainly Hart wil c long hold 45 
Farewel-----be happy as y are fair and true. 
| Deen. And ale Heay'n 1's kindeſt Angels wait on you. 
5 [ Exit with Eboli. 
D:Car;Thus tong T'vewander'd inLove's em Way, 
By Hope 'sdeluding Meteor led aſtray: 
For ere T's ve half the dang'rous Deſart croſs d, 
The glimm'ring Lights gunned; and L am loft.” 4 
kane $ ho | 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 


SCENE, be Ani-Chamber to the Hee" s 
| Apartment. EF 


* 


Buer Don Carlos and Poſe... . 
D. Car. Px: next is a Ter 
In vain I try, I muſt not venture in. N 


E gong. 
Thus it is with the Souls of murder Men, I 
Wbo to their Bodies would again repair; | | 


- But finding that they carmot enter there, 
| Mouraing and groaning wander * W. 


Robb 


From all _ 
| — Heart, with Diſhonours to me done, 


Vet ſure there's { 


1 — livè at Eaſe and | 
Senſeleſs what Honour and — — means, 
And ignorantly 3 Load of Chains. 


oe MM * 2 * 5 
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| Prince of SPAIN. 
Robb'dof my Love, andas — thrown? 852 
that me a Crowns. 


Is poiſon'd, ſwells too mighty for my Breaſt: 1 255 
But i willbrea, and 1 Al beat Red. 
Dull Deſpai this Soul ſhall never loadk., 
Ti? Paths the Virtue of a God, 
Gods never feel the Ills that govern here 
Or are above the Injuries we bear.. 8 
Father and King; ee Jos > | 
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Since Trium 

As glorious and majeſtick 

To Flanders, Poſa, ſtraight my 

Tell em, the injur'd Garlos is their Friend: 

And that to head their Forces I 

So vindicate their Cauſe, if they — mino. 
Poſa. To th Rebels? —— — 

D. Car. No, th are Friends their Cauſe is juſt; | 

Or, when I make it mine, at leaſt it muſt. 

Let th” common Rout like Beaſts 17 to be dull, 

Whilſt ſordidly 


7 


Jam a Prince, have had a Crown in view, 

And cannot brook to loſe the Proſpect now. | 

If tart my Friend, do not my Will del. + 
1 dot: [Zxit Poſe, 


Enter Eboli.. 3 7 
Eboli. My Lord. n | 
D. Car. Who calls me? 

Eboli. You muſt ſtay. 
D. Car. Whatnews of freſh Affliction can you bear? 
572 * it were the Queen; you d ſta for her k 
or her? yes, ag for ever ſtay ; 
Weg till Time it ſelf ſhould paſs awayz ; 
Fix here a Statue never to remove, 
An everlaſting Monument of Love. 
Tho', may a Thing ſo wretchedas lam 
But the leaſt Place in her Remembrance claim.? 


* 


4⁰ Don CARLOS, 


 Bboli. Yes, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do; 
We both can talk of nothing elſe but you 
| Whilft from the Theme ev'n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriv ing who ſhall ay the kindeſt things 
D. Car. But from that Charity I poorly we, 
which only Fries, and can nothing give. 
EBoli. Nothing! Propoſe what tis you claim, 44 . 
For ought you know, may be Security. 
D. Car. No, Madam, what's my Due none e er can pay, 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never- leeping Eyes, 
d ſtops my Entrance into Paradiſe. 
© Eboli. What Paradiſe? What Pleaſures ca you know, 
Which are not in my Power to-beſtow ? 
D.Car. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms 
The Queen muſt yield when in my Father's Arms. | 
That Queen, ſo excellently, irichly fair, | 
Jove, could he come again a Lover here, 
Would court Mortality to die for her. 
Oh, Madam, take net Pleaſure to renew - | 
Thoſe Pains, which if So u felt, you would not do. 
Eholi. Unkindly urg'd: Think, you no Senfe I have f 
Of what you feel? now you may take your Leave: 1 
Something 1 had to fay ; but let it die. / 
D. Car. Why, Madam, who has injur'd you? Not I. I 
Eboli. Nay, Sir, your Preſence I would not detain : 
Alas! you do not hear that I complain. | 0 
Tho cools you half of my Misfortunes ſee, 3 
Methinks you ſhould incline to pity me. | 'T 
D. Car, I cannot gueſs what mournful Tale you'd tell; = 
But Iam certain you prepare me well, 
Speak, Madam 
Eboli. Say I lov'd, and with a Flame, 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name: 
Tora too a Man, I will not ſay ingrate, 
Becauſe. he's far above my Birth or Fate: 
Vet ſo far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 
He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
Starves ona barren Rock, and won t be bleſs d, 
Tho' I invite him kindly to a Feaſt. 
D. Car. What ſtupid Animalcould ſenſeleſs lie; 
Quicken d by Beams from that illuſtrious Eye? 


1 


* 
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©" Fboli. Nay, to increaſe your Wonder, 1 ſtullknow; 
That I, alas! am fore'd to tell him too, 
Till ev'n I bluſh, as now I tell ĩt you. 
D. Car. You neither ſhall have Cauſeof Shame o or Bow, 
Whoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 
Eboli. Then farther the Riddle may explain, 
Survey that Face, and blame me if you can. 
x, . [ Shews him his own Picture. 
D. Car. Diftradtion of my Eyes! what have they ſeen 4 
'Tis my own Picture, which I ſentthe Queen, 
When to her Fame ! N Devotion ner b 47s 
Expecting Bliſs, but loſt 'it :'lamcursd; - | 
Curs'd too in thee, who from my Saint dar'ſt „n 
The only Relick left her of my Zeal, 
And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart. 
Wert thou more charming than thou think&thou ar, 
Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 
And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there. 
Eboli. Neglected! Scorn'd by Father and by Son! = 
What a malicious Courſe my Stars have run? 81 9 
But fince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate ? 


In Love, Pl! try how I can thrive in Hate: 

My owndull Husband may aſſiſt in that. 

To his Revenge I'll give him freſh Alarms, 
And with the' Bay y old Wizard muſter Charms. 


I hay't ; Th Thais, Revenge: Prince, bows Bane. 

Can fe I hope ; 2555 
you orgive me, Sir? you can. 

[ To Car. mildy. 


PI try to mcompedts the Wrongs I've done, 
And better finiſh what is ill begun. 
D. Car. Madam, you at ſo ſtrange arate proceed, 
>. I ballbeginto think you lov'd indeed. 
: Eboli. No matter; be but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhalleyer find; ll be to you. 
The Queen's my Charge, and you may, on that ſcore, 
Preſume that you ſhall ſee her yet once more. 
lead you to thoſe fo much worſhip'd Charms, 
And yield you to my happy Rival's ; xy 
D. Car. ln what a mig «A Sum ſhall | be bound? 
did not think ſurk Vine "could 'be found. 3 


42 Dao CARLOS, 
Thou Miſtreſs of allbeſt Ferſectioms ſtay - oo 
Fain I ih Gratitude would ſomething ay; C 
Butam too far in Dre ert Hunt 1 99 4 7D 
5 Enter Don John of A | 

D. Jain. Where is thatPrince, . whoſe AMictions ſpeak | 
| So loud, as all Hearts but his own might break ? 

| D. Car. My Lord, what Fate has left me, I am here 
5 Mere Man of all my Comfort ſtripp d and bare. 


8 like a Vine, end and was young. 
ich in my ripening Hopes ſpoke — 

But now adryandwither'd Stack _ 
And all my Cluſters and my Branches gone | 
D. Fohn. thoſ. Numbers Skich netting 
Than me there's none that can reſent 'em more. (deplore, C 
1 eee 8 - 

o ſee ſuch Honour, Hopes * 1 —— 
| The King your Father is my Brother, true; | 1 
mY But J ſee more that's like my ſelf in ou. | by ; ; 
J 0 N Free ree- born 1 ain, and not on: him depend. | 2 B 
bs. Oblig d to nane, but whom I call my Friend. 5 
3 And if that Title you think fit to hee Peng] H 
p<: -- Accept the Confirmation of it here. — : 


D. Car. From you, to whom n 
The Secrets of my Soul Iwill not hide. E 
This gen'rous Princeſs lms her Promiſe giv'n, 
I once more ſhall be be in ight of Hevn, 
To the fair Queen my laſt evotion pay: 
_ And then for Flanders | intend my Way, | | 
4 Where to th inſulting Rebels I'll give Law, 
| To keep my {elf wom Wrongs, and them in awe.. 
D. Fohn. Prodperity to the Deſign, tis good; 
Both worthy of your Honourand your Blood. 


D. Car. My Lord, your ſpread Glories lou igh, 
Above the r ne . et Delay: 


Mine early nipt, like Buds untimely tie, 
Enter Officer of the Guard. 
off. My Lord, I grieve to tell what you cnn eas 
They areunwelcome Orders which tary =; 
Which are to guard you asa Priſoner. - 
D.Car. A Pris'ner | what new Game of Fate's begun! 
Henceforth be ever n oh 
Since I muſt be a Slave, becauſe I'm one. 


Duf 


Duty ! to whom ? He's not my Father: No: 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Tell him his Fury drives too much one Way; | 
I'm weary owt and can no more obey. 
D. John. Has d by vehoſe Commands pon did deine 
YourOrders, tell my Brother, twas by mine. Ex. Officer. 
D. Car. Now — certain it would — quite, 
I'd ſee the Queen once more, tho? but in ſpite ; 
Tho! he with all his Fury were in place, 
I would careſs and court her to his Face: 
Oh that | could this Minute die if ſo; 
What he had loſt he might too lately my 
Curſing himſelf to think what he 1 
For * ever an obedient Son; 
Look, end ith Pride confbering bereden, 
Lookt, and wi co 1 
Joy fully under him and free | play d.,. 
Bask'd 1n his Shine, and wanton'd in his Shade— 
But now | 
Cancelling all whate* er be then conferr d, 
He thruſts me out among the common Herd! 
Nor quietly wilt there permit my Stay, 
But drives and haunts me like a Beaſt of Prey. 
Affliction! O AMiCtion ! tis too great, 
Nor have I ever learnt to ſuffer yet, | 
Tho Ruin at me from each Side takes aim, 
And I ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame; | 
Tho? the devouring Fire approaches faſt; 5 
Yet willI try to, plunge; if Power waſte, 
[ canat worſt but fink, and burn at laſt. 
Exit Don Carlos. 
5 D. John. Go on, purſue thy Fortune while tis hot: 
Ilong for Work where Honour's to be got. 
But, Madam, to this Prince you're wondrous kind. 
Ebol;. You are not leſs to Henrier, I find. | 
D. John. Why ſhe's a Beauty, tender and fair. 
: Eboli.1 thought I 2 * in s have eu her. 
You told me once my Beauty was not leſs. 
ls D Ee ns our due fr 
You v eem jealous, but are cra grown; 
5 me of Falſhood to conceal own, 
bo, Ye a Woman 


m 


Dulf 


Bali, 


; Ebola. Ves I know Tam: 
And by my Weakneſsdo deſerve that dame, 
When Heart and Honour I to you feſign: 
Would I were not a Woman, or leſs Kind-. 
D. John. Think you your Falſhood was not plainly fon, 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen? 
Too well I ſaw it; how did you diſpenſe 
In Looks your Pity to th alice Prince? 
Whilſt I my Duty paid the King, your time 
You watch'd, and fix d your melting TRIS him, 
Admir'd him 
Eboli. Yes, Sir, for his Conſtancy — 
But *twas with Pain, to think you falſe to me, 
When to another's Eye you Homage paid, 
And my true Love wrong'd and neglected laid, 
Wrong d too ſo far as nothing can reſtore. -. - 
D. - Nay, thenler dert andthunkof Love no man 
Farew I. John is goim. 
Ebol;. Farewel, if Vare reſolv d to 
Inhuman Auſtria, can you leave me ? 
Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rack d; 
Add not to your Inconſtancy Neglect. 
Methinks you ſo far might have grateful prow'd, 
Not to have quite forgotten that I T lov d. 
D. John. If e' er you lov d, tis you, not I fare 
For a Remove is here too deeply ſet, 
Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain. [Eboli turns am. 
Why thus unkind ? 
_ - Eboli. Why are you jealous then? — {Turns to him. 
D. John. Come, let it be no more! I'm huſh'd and lil, 
Will you forgive? 
f 0m How can you doubt my Wil? 
o 
D. John. Then ſend me not away unbleſe'd. 
Eboli. Till you return I will not think of Reft : 
Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair. 
The next Apartment s mine; I'll wait you there. N 
Fare wel. {[Eboli ſeems to wolf. d 
D. John. O do not let me ſeea Tear; 
It quenches Joy, and ſtifles Appetite. 
Like War's fierce God upon 5 Bis 1 d prey; 
Who, from the furious Toils xe; Arms all Day, 


Returning 


Prince of SP AT Net 48. 
Returning home to Love's fair Queen at Night. 
Comes riotous and hot with full Delight. [ Ex. D. John. 

Eboli. He as reap'd 72 s, and.now he would be Þ - 
And to effect it puts on MX FA \ 
But I'm as much a Libertine as ale; 

As fierce my Will, as furious my Deſires : . 


V Yet will I hold him 5 tho' Enjoyment res FE 7 . 

"El Tho! Love and Appetite be at the beſtt, 7 
He'll ſerve, as common Meats fill up a Feaſt, | 
And look like Plenty, tho' we never taſte. 


Euter Rui 4 e 
014 Lord, I bring thee News will make thee young. 
R. Go. Speak; there was always Muſick in thy Tongue. 

Eboli. Thy Foes are tott'ring, and the Day's thy own; 
ive em but one Lift now, and they go down. | 
Quickly to th? King, and all his Doubts renew ; 

\-pear diſturb'd, as if you ſomething knew — 

oo difficult, and dang'rous to relate 
hen bring him hither lab' ring with the Weight. 
wo take Care that Carlos ſhall be here; "pea 
o for his jealous Eyes a Sight prepare, | 
hall prove more K an HD tv Head, WE” 1 
nd he more monſtrous ſeem than ſhe e' er made. "3 


Enter King attended. 
King. Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt £ 


Ore, 


oing. 


hen ſhall T get th' Uſurper diſpoſſeſs d? 88 

y Thoughts, like Birds when as from their Reft, 
ound the Place where all was huſh'd before | 
utter, and hardly ſettle any more 3 
2, Gomez, what art thou thus muſing on? ¶ Sees Gomez. 
R. Go. I'm thinking what it is to have a Son, 
hat mighty Cares, and what tempeſtuous Strife 
tend on an unhappy Father's Life: 
dw Children Ble ings ſeem, but Tormeats are ; 

When young, our Folly ; and when old, our Fear. 

King. Why doſt thou bring thefe odd Reflections here? 
ou envieſt ſure the Quiet which I bear. "vt 
R. Go. No, Sir, I joy in th' Eaſe which you poſſeſs, 
d wiſh you never may have Cauſe for leſs. 

King. Have Cauſe for leſs! come nearer; thou art fad, 
d look'ſt as thou would'ſt tell me that I had. 


7 
4 


20-weth 


Now | 
- turning 


Dm CARLOS, © 
Now, now [I feel it riſing again —  _ | 
quickly, where is Carlos? Where the Queen ? 
What, nota Word? have my Wrongs ſtruck thee ' 
Or art thou ſwoln and labouring with my Doom, 
Yet dar ſt not let the fatal Secret come? 
ER. Go. Heay'n great Infirmities to Age allots : 
Tm old, and have a thouſand doting Thoughts. 
Seek not to know *em, Sir, | 

King. By Heav'n I muſt. | 
K. Go. Nay, I would not be by Compulſion juſt. 

Xing. Yet, if without it you refuſe, you fhall. 

R. Go. Grant me then one Requeſt, T'll tell you all. 

King. Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. 

R. Go. It is that you would here forgive your Son, 
For all his paſt Offences to this Hour. | 

King. Th aſt almoſt ask'd a Thing beyond my Pow'n 
But ſo much Goodneſs ith? Requeſt I find, | 
Spite of my ſelf PI + thy Sake be kind: 

His Pardon's ſeal'd ; the et now declare. 

R. Go. Alas! tis only I aw him here. 
King. Where? With the Queen! Ves, yes, tis ſo, I'n 
Never were Wrongs ſo great as I endure; Þ (fur 
So great, that they are grown-beyond Complaint, 
For half my Patience might have made a Saint. 
Oh Woman! Monftrous Woman! b 
Did | for this into my Breaſt receive 
The promiſing repenting Fugitive? - . 
But Gomez, I will throw her back again; 

And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her then. 
Ill cruſh her Heart where all the Poiſon lies, 
?Till when the Venom's out, the Viper dies. 

R. Go. They the beſt 'Method of Revenge purſue, 

Who ſo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhew ; 
Stay till their Wrongs appear at fuch a Head, 
That Innocence 45 have no Room to plead. 
Your Fury, Sir, at leaſt a- while delay; F 
I. the Prince may come again this way : 

cre Il withdraw, and watch his Privacy. 

King. And when he's fix d, be ſure bring Word to n 
Till then 1'll bridle Vengeance and retire, 

Within my Breaſt ſuppreſs this angry Fire, An 


i. i tr is 


rin to my Eyes Wrongs themſelves diſpla 
Then, 9 gently cut my Way, we 
e 

Tome cy, 


ods, 6b 


_ Enter Eboll. 


Bel. I've overhead the Bulinchs with Delight, © 
And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to Night. 


Tho thy declining Years are in their Wane, 1 


] can perceive there's Youth ſtill in thy Brain. 
* * een eee, 
| [Exit R Gomez, 


. u feen 


To Nl Felicity a long Adieu: 
Where are you, Ebolz'? - 


EBoli. Madam, Im here. 


Queen. O how freſh Fears aſſault me every y Where 1 * 


I hear that Carlos is a Priſoner made. ey 
Eboli. No, "Madam, he the Orders diſobey d; 
And b owns for Flanders he intends, | 
To head t 
But e're he goes, by me does humbly ſue, 
That he may Fake A l Farewel of you. 
rn Will he then force his Deſtiny at laſt? | 
Hence quickly to him, Ebeli, make Haite: - 
Tell kim, 1 beg his Purpoſe he'd delay, 
Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, 2 
Say I have. ſworn not to ſurvive © Bor | 
In which I hear that he has left this Shore. _ 
Tell him, Pve gain'd his Pardon of the King 
Tell him to ſtay him tell Ibn 
Eboli. One Word from you his Duty ary thing 8 


e eee 
Methinks you might upon ſo juſt a Score. 
But ſee, he's here _ 


Enter Don Carlos. 


D. Car. Run out of Breath by Fate, 
Hol pF RE TEN 


cog whom he ſtyles his Friends. : 
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I by our Vows conjur'd it; but I ſee, 


Tho' you are {ure to 1 it wit 


* 
9 * 
* : 

- 

44 


1 muſt obey whatever you prefer, 
_ Knowing ) are all divine, and cannot err. 


e 0 n 108, 
eary d I panting hither fly, r u a q 
To T my ar down at your Feet, abide e neck, 
[ Kneels and Kiſſes her Handb. 
ene Oh too — — ! Yet unkind? 
*Gainit you what Harms have ever | deſign d, 
That you ſhould with loch Wer decree 4 
Ungratefully at laſt to murder me 
B. Car. Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Haas 
For I have the worſt of Vengeance merited, 


That yet I impudently live to hear 


My ſelf upbraided of a Weng to her: © [er | 
Say, has your Honour been by me CO: | 
Or have I. Snares t entrap your: Virtue laidꝰ 
Tell me; if not, why do you then upbraid ? 
Queen. You will not know th Afftictions which you 
Was t not my laſt Requeſt, that you. would le? Se 
Forgettin them, unmindful too of =. 20 Ge 
Regardleſs, your own Ruin vou dęſign, 
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Tho? it was harder far than to have dy'd. * 
But Loſs ot Liberty my Life diſdains; 
Theſe Limbs were never made to ſuffer Chang. 


row 
D. Car. I, as you bad me live, Ky with Pri „ 


©? : ab © 


And bidden me go conquer t for my own: . ' -. 
He ſhould have ſeen what Carlos would hovy done. 4 
— to preſeribe my Freedom, fink: „ 
e Confinement, where no Comforts flow ; 3 
3 black Deſpair, that foul Tormentor, „ 


My Father ſhould have ſingl'd out ſome Crown, : A : 


With all my preſent Load of Miſeries; 5 f 


Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 

And rous'd the ſleepi ing Lion in my 4 1 N | 
Queen. Yet then be Kind; your ther's o Rage, 
know the leaſt Submiſſion. will 1 > WIS < 

You're hot with Youth, he's cholerick with Age. | 
To him, and put a true Obedience on; TI 
Be kumble, and expreſs your ſelf a Son. 
Carlos. | beg it of you : Will yo you not ? 

D. Car. Methinks tis very hard ; but yr VI do't. 


For 


ar bd. 


Prince nent ct f 1 
Yorif my Doom'sunaltrable, I ſball | 
This way at leaſt with les Diſhonour fall: 
And Princes leſs, my Tameneſs thus 
When I for you ſhall ſuffer, tho by him. | 

Dorn In my Apartment farther we'll debate 

and for a happy Iſſue wait. 

Your Preſence there — As 
When it ſhall fpeak your Duty and my Love. 
3 [Exit Car. ee. 


Elek. Now Gomez, ph; all is ripe; the Toil - 
Has caught'em, and Fate ſaw it with a Smile. 
Thus far the Work of Deſtiny —— 

But I'm content the Maſter 


Away to th King, Maſter ice borhin for OY 

A Myftery thou well haſt underſtood: 

Whilſt I goreſt within a Lover's Arms, Lan 

3 Auſtria lay out all my Charms, [Exit 
R. Go. Fate, open now thy Book, and ſet rer 

I have already mark d r ak: 

| Euter Ki enen. 

My | Lordthe King? | Tt | 
King. Gomez ? METERS. ET 
2 The ſame. | | 

The Prince? 5 * 
R. Go. I have. hope 
King. Where is he? 


R. Go. With the Queen. 6 
King. Now ye that dwell in Se ak Flame, 
And keep Records of all you mean to damn, N 
Shew me, if mongſt your Precedents there der 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like ber. 
Hark Gomex, didſt not hear th” Infernals groan ?; 
Huſh, Hell, a little, and they are thy own: . 
| Poſa. Who ſhould they be? The King and dane ſure: 
M s I wiſh that Carlos were ſecure; [44 any, 
For Flanders his Diſpatches I've prepar d. 
King. Who's 45 Tis 80 Pander to their Luſt. 
[ Drawing near to Poſa, 
Now, Gomes, to hisHeart thy Dagger thrults by 
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In the purſuit of Vengeance drive it far: "7 
Strike deep, and if thou can't, wound a 


V | Look, my placeſtuous Son and Wife appear. 


R. G. TI dot as cloſeas happy Lover's kiſs: 
May he ſtrike mine, if of his Heart I miſs. | 
Thus Sir — ¶CStabs him 
Foſu. Ha, Gomez. ! vilain! chou haſt done 1, 
op worſt: But yet I would not die alone: 


Stabs at him. 
"I 1 brisk ? Then take it once 3 


A. they are ſtruggling, the Diſpatches ſall out of Poſa's Boſom. 
Twas only, Sir, to put you out of Pain. | 


Stabs him again, and Poſa falls. 
Poſa. My Lord the King, (but Life too far is gone, 


I faint, be mindfuPof 2 Queen and Son. Dies. 


King. The Slave in Death repents, and warns me. Yes, 
I ſhall be very mindful. What are theſe? [Takes up the Diſ- 
For Flanders! With the Prince's Signet ſeabd porches 
Here's Villany has yet been ugreveal'd. 
See, Gomez Practices againſt my Crown ; [ Shews* em him. 
Treaſon and Luſt have join'd to pull me dow n. 
Yet ſtill I ſtand like a firm ſturdy Rock, 
Whilſt they but ſplit themſelves with their own Shock, 
But I too long delay: give Word I come, 

R. Go. What, hoa! within; the King is nigh, make room. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers Don OE. 
Eboli embracing. 


Ring. Now let me, if I can, to > Fury 244 


That when I thunder, I may ſtrike em dead. | 
[Looking cart on em. 


1 ; on this Truth depends thy Lite. 


Why that's our Brother Auſtria ! 

RE” wikis bags 
Embracing cloſe. W Was buſy grown 
In others Ruins, here I've met my own. 


Oh _— 'dere*twas underſtood. 


King. This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falſhood brood 
Is it not Amade [Ex. Don _ and Eboli embracing, 
R. Go. O Sir, yes! . | 
King. But, they aregone, 'and my Dido ance, 
Enter Don Carlos and Queen diſcour ſig. 


G 


Prince 7 SPAIN. 


See; Gomer, how ſhe iſhes and dies. 
*Sdeath ! there are very es in her Eyes: 
[D. Carlos approndee the King. 

D. Car. In Peace, Heav'n ever guard the King -from 
In War, Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms; (Harms ; 
Till all the Nations of the World ſhall be 
Humble and proftrate at his Feet like me. | [Kneels. 
I hear your Fury has m y Death deſign d; N 
Tho I've deſerv'd the Ar you may be kind: 

Behold me as your poor uni ppy Son, | 
And do not ſpill that Blood which is your own. _ 

King. Yes, "ken my Blood grows tainted, I ne er doubt 
But for my Health tis good to let it out; + 5 
But thine'sa Stranger, like thy Soul to me, | | 
Or elſe be curs d thy Mother's Memory! 

And doubly curs'd be that unhappy Night, 
In which I purchas'd Torment with Delight. 

D. Car. Thus then I lay aſide all Rights of Blood. [Riſes 
My Mother cursd! She was all juſt and good. (bold. 
Tyrant! too good to ſtay. with thee below, _ 

And therefore's bleſs d and reigns above thee now. 
Submiſſion! which way got it Entrance here? 
King. Perhaps it came ere Treaſon was aware. 

Thy traiterous Deſign's now come to Light, 
Too great and, horrid to be hid in Night. | 
See here my Honour and thy Duty's Stains, ; 
[ Shews the Diſpatches. 
I've paid your Secretary for his Pains, 
He waits you there, to Council with him go, 

[Shews Poſa's wh 
Ask what Intelligence from Flanders now. i 

D. Car. My Friend here ſlain, my faithful Poſa tis. 
Good Heav'n! what have I done to merit this? . 

What Temples ſack d, what Deſolations made, 
To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head? 
This, Villain, was thy Work: What Friend of thine [Tv Go. 
DidI e'er wrong, that thou ſhouldſt murder mine? 
But Tl take care it ſhall not wm REV = ee 

King. Courage, my Gomex, ſince thy King's thy Guar 
cn Rebel, god” hy Villanies fulkl. b 

D. Car. No; tho unjuſt youare my Father ſtill; | 

my 1 888 Sword. 
C 2 | Aud 
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And from that Title muſt your Safety own: © 
"Tis that which awes my Hand, and not your Crown. 
*Tis true, all there contain'd I had deſign d: FT. 


To ſuch a Height your r Was grown, 
d 4p 


Spight o 


Do, take 


It was the only way that Ic 


To work your Peace, and to procure my owtr, 
King. Thinking my Youth and Vigour to decreaſe, - 
ou'd eaſe me of my Crown-to.give me Peace. 

1 Car. Alas! you fetch your Miſconſtructions far: 

"The Injuries to me, and wrongs to E ; 

Were much too great for Empire to 2 repair, 

When you forgot a Father's Love, * 1 

Depriv'd me of a Son's and Prince's Rig 

Branded my Honour, and purſud my Life 

My Duty long with Nature was at Strife. 

Not that I fear d my Memory or Name 

Could ſuffer by the Voice of common Fame, 

Athing I ſtill eſteem beneath my Pride: Þ 

For tho' condemn'd by all the” 7orld beſide, 5 

Had you but thought. me juſt, I could have dy'd. J. 


At laſt this only way I found to fly 


Vour Anger, and divert your Jealouſy—— 
To go for Flanders, and be ſo remov'd 
From all Teverhonour'd, ever loy'd: 


There in we. Right hoping I might compleat, 


my Wrongs. ſome Action truly great. 

Thus by my Faith * to out- wear 

Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which threaten'd here. 
#ween. And can this merit Hate? he would forego 


| T5 oys and Charms of Courts to purchaſe © you; 


Baniſh himſelf, and ſtem the dang'rous Tide 
Of lawleſs Outrage, and rebellious Pride. 
King. How evenly ſhe pleads in his Defence! 
So blind is Guilt when *twould ſeem Innocence. 
She thinks her Softneſs may my Rage diſarm. f 
No, Sorcereſs, you're miſtaken in your Charm, F 
And vrhilſt you ſooth, do but aſlilt he Storm. 
full U View ef your tall able Slave; 
Auen looking „ Carlos. 
Look hard; it is the laſt you're like to have. 
D. Car. My Life or Death are in your Pow'r to give. 
King. Yes, and thou dy'ſt. 
D. Car. Not till ſhe give me leave: 


| Prince of SPAIN. 
She is the Star that rules my Deſtiny; 
And whilſt her Aſpe&'s Kind, Tcannot die. 

Queen. No, Prince, for ever live, be ever bleſs'd. - 
King. Yes, I will ſend him-to's eternal Reſt, Th 
Oh had I took But TY. long ago, 

Ind er had known the Pains that rack me now. 4 

Queen. What Pains? what Racks? [ Approaching him. 
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King. Avoid, and touch me not. 
I ſee thee foul, all one inceſtuous Blot; 
Thy broken Vos are in thy guilty Face. 
ueen. Havo I then in your Pity left no Place? 
Ring. Oh! thus it was you drew me in before, 
With Promiſes you ne er would ſee him more. 
But now your ſubteſt Wiles too weak are grown, 
I've gotten Freedom, and I'll keep my own. 
ueen. May you be ever free; but can your Mind: 
Conceive that any Ill was here'defign'd ?' 
He hither eame, only that he might ſhow 
Obedience, and be reconciPd' to you. "Wh 
You faw his humble dutiful Addreſs. TRE 
King. But you before had _ the happy Peace. 
Enter Eboli. 2 a 
Oh Princeſs, thank you for the Care you take. 
Tell me, how got this Monſter Entrance? ſpeak. (done. 
_-Bboli. Heaven witneſs twas without my 2 
ide. 


R. G. No, ſhe had other Buſineſs of her own. 
Oh Blood and Murder! | | 
King. All are falſe: A Guard. 
Enter Guard. a 
Seize on that Traitor ------ [Tb Carlos. 
D. Car, Welcome; I'm prepar'd ---— 
Queen. Stay, Sir, let me die too: I can obey. 


King. No, thou ſhalt live. [ Seemingly kind. 
By Heay'n but not a Day. | Ajiae. 


I a Revenge ſo exquiſite have fram'd, 
che unrepenting dies, and ſo ſhe's damn d. 

Hen. If ever Pity could your Heart engage, 
If &er you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 
Incline your Ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r. _ 

King. I dare not venture thee, thou art too fair, 
What would'ſt thou ſay ? 5 

bs | C 3 Hen. 
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Hen. Deſtroy not in one Man, 1 
More Virtue than the World can boaſt 
View him the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt 
Your Virgin-Joys; that may ſome Pity fue — 
King. No; ; for the Wrongs I ſuffer weigh it down; 
I'd now not ſpare his Life to fave m ans | 
Away, by thy ſoft Tongue I'll not cap 
Hen. By all that Hopes can frame I beg: If not, ; 
May youby ſome baſe Hand unpity'd die, 
And childleſs Mothers curſe your Memory. 
577 Honour, Love, by Lye: — 
. King. Fond Girl, awa 
By Heav'n, II kill thee L. Still dar'ſt r 
Cannot 8 a 29 5 
If 3 me, en | 
Car. Kind fair one, do not waſte your Sorrows here 
On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 
There yet for youare mighty Joys in Store, 
When | in Duſt am laid, and ſeem no mare. f 
Oh Madam : : [To the Queen. 
Queen. Oh my Carlos! muſt you die 
For me? no Mercy in in a Father's Eye? 
| D.C Car. Hide, hide your Tears, into my Soul vey dn 
A Tenderneſs that „ bee my Heart; 
For fince 1 muſt, l like a Prince would fall, 
And to my Aid my manly Spirits call. 
Queen. You, like a Man, A e you will 
May die, but let me bea Woman ſti [ Weeps. 
King. Th'arta Woman, a true Copy of the firſt, 
In whom the Race of all Mankind was curs d, 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heaven ally'd: 
But your great Lord, the Devil, taught you Pride. 
He too an he durſt rebel: 
And you are ſure the Stars that with him fell. 
| Weep on; a Stock of Tears like Vows you have, 
And y vis rn ready when you would deceive. 
Queen. Cruet! wrt O my Heart! way ſhould 
T throw away a Title that's ſo good, | 
On one a Stranger to whate'er was {0? 
Nas, I'm torn, and know not what to do. 


The 
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The juſt Reſentment of my Wrong's ſo great, 
My Spirits fink beneath the heavy Weig 28 
[Ready 50 383 Paſſion. 
Tyrant, ſtand off: Thate.thee, and will try 
If I have Scorn enough to make me die. 
D. Car. Bleſs d Angel, ſtay —— [Takes her ien. 
Queen. Carlos, the ſole Embrace 
You ever took, you have before his Face. . 
D. Car. No wealthy Monarch of the nn. 8 
In all the Glories of his Empire dreſs d, 
Was ever half ſo rich, or ball e bleſs d. . 
But from ſuch Bliſs how wretched is the Fall } 
They too like us muſt die, and leave it all. 
King. All this before my Face; what Soul could bear t? 
Go force her from him [ Officer approaches. 
„D. Car. ——Shve, 'twill coſt thy Heart, 
8 te 
And from his hungry Jawsr 
She's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to <p 
My ſelf for Death, 2 her. - | 
R. Go. Have pity —— . [Ironicall. 
King. Hence! how he rules. 
That's ſerv'd by Cowards, and d by Fools. 
Oh Torture 
D. Car. — Rouze, my Soul, conſider now, 
Bar wa thy Fey Jo — here, © 
ut I ſo oys have taſted 
badly half — Senſe of an 
Ob bf ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet — * 
[Leaning on ber Bf, 
swyeeter than Incenſe which to Heaven aſcends, f 
"Tho? tis preſented there by Angels Hands. | 
King. Still in his Arms! Cowards, go tear her forth. 
D. Car. You 'I ſooner from its Center ſhakethe Ruth. 
Pl hold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nigh; 
They PI bequeath her to you when I die. 
ing. Cut off his Hold! or any thing — 
5.6 Car. Ay come; 
Here kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb. 
I'd have my Monument erected here, 
With broken mangled Limbs ſtill claſping her. 


9 © 6 q A * * * 4 al OY 9 * ” 
* YL 9 ö ** ; © F 8 * os j nl" 4. 
2 2 : e — 
#i 


King. | 
Queen. O horrid Tyrant! a 1 
Stay, unhappy Prince 
Turn, turn! O Torment! muſt I leave you ſo? 
No, ſtay, and take me with you where you go. 
D. Car. Hark, Slaves, m — ſummons me to ſay. 
have you Eyes 7 e you diſobey ? 
See a juſt touch my Bliss. 
[Preſſing forward. 
King. By Hell he ſhan't: Slaves, are ye mine or his? 
Queen. My Life 
—— . Soul, baer, 4 Exit Carlos. 
— He's gone, he's ; 
Now, Tyrant, - thy Maki, left alone; 
Give me my Death, that hate both Life and thee. 

King. | knew thou doſt; yet live. | 
 Ducen.— O Miſery! ows her af on the Flor 
Why was | born to be thus cure d? or why ; 

Should Life be forc'd, when tis ſo ſweet to die? 

| Thou, Woman, haſt been falſe; but to renew 

| Ihe Credit i in my Heart, aſſiſt me now. op Eboli. 
epare a er t of Poiſon, ſuch as will Th 

; 2 A and by Pegrees of Torment kill. | 

Give it the and to prevent all Senſe 

Of dying, tell her I've releas'd the Prince, dt ot 

And that ere Morning he'll attend her, l a at $ 


In a Diſguiſe his Preſence will ſupply ; - 
80 glut my Rage, and ſmiling ſee her 2 2 

Eboli. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey dy > Un 

R. Go. Do, work thy Miſchiefs to their laſt 51 | 
And when th'are in their height ll murder thee. [4/7 a 
., King. Now, Gomez ply my Rage, and keep it hot: 
Oer Love and Nature I've the Conqueſt gh | 
Stil ming Beauty triumphs i in her Eyes; ; 

[ Looking at the Queen. 
vet for my Honour and my Reſt ſhe dies. 
[Exeunt Queen and Women. 

But oh! what Eaſe can I expect to get, ; 
When | muſt purchaſe eee Exeumt omnes. 


Ad 


Prince of S PAIN. 
ACT v. SCENE I. 


* 3 ie 4 Scala when the Happy take 

and only Wretches are awake. 
Now diſcontended Ghoſts begin their Rounds 
Haunt ruin d Buildings and unwholſom Grounds; 
Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, 
To frighten them with ſome ſad Tale of Fate. 
When I would reſt, Icanno Reſt obtain: By ©] 
The Ils I've borne ev 'n o'er my Slumbers reign, 8 
And in ſad Dreams torment moocraggin; | | 
The fatal Bus'neſs is. cre this begun: 
Tm ſhockt, and ſtart to think what 1 have "<< 
But I forget bow. 1.6 I that Philip am, 
So much for Conſtancy renown'd by Fame N 
Who thro? the Pr . Life was ne er 
By Hopes * — 42 Fer... 
No. ittss one too far to be recall'd, | ons, 
And Stedfaſtneſt will make the Act extoll d. 

Enter Eboli in a en 
Who ? EBoli? 
Eboli. My Lord. 
Is the Deed done? 

hk "Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſeis gone. 
King. Can the expect it, who allow d anke 3 


No, Eboli; her Dreams muſt be as ful! - 
Of Horror, and.as'helliſhas her Soul. bo 
Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom einde | 
How Were the Tidings entertain entertain d? 
i. O'er allher Face young —— 


Such as ſpeak Hopes too weak to conquer 
Put when confirm'd, no Lover e er ſo kind; 
She claſp'd me faſt, careſs d, and call'd' me Friend. - 8 * 's : 
2 N I took to givre f 
; and till Day ſhe cannot live. 15 15 | 
Cs. = King. 


78 Don CARLOS, 
Quickly then to her; ſay that Carlos here 
* 0 his Happineſs 22 her. 
Go; chat my Vengeance I may finiſh quite: 
*Twould be i imperfect, ſnould ] loſe the Sight. 
But to contrive that I may not be known, 
And ſhe may ſtill miſtake me for my Son, 
Remove all Light but that which may ſuffice 
To let her ſee me ſcorn her when ſhe dies. 
/ Eboli. You'll find her all in rueful Sables clad, 
Withone dim Lamp that yields 2 Light, 
Such as in Vaults affift the ghaſtly Shade 
Where wretched Widows come to weep at Night. 
Thus ſne reſolves to die, or living 1 
Till Carlos ſhall with Liberty return. Lexi. 
ä oh ſtedfaſt Sin! incorrigible reg; 
Not n'd! it is im AL 
How do I long to ſee n | 
The pois nous 2 rolling thro” her Veins? 
Enter Don John Attendants. . 
Who's there? my Brother? e 
D. Jahn. Yes, Sir, and your Frienc. 
What can your Preſence here ſo late intend? | 
King. Oh Auſtria, Fate's at work; a Deed's id hand 
Will put thy youthful Courage tos fand nr 
Survey gag fou lack like King of 5 and Lon k 
D. You loo King of $ 0 
oh Pow'r: 22 
Like one who ſtill ſeeks Glory onthe Wing: IN 
You look as I would do, were I a King. - 
King. AKing! why I am more, Tm all that o 
Be counted miſcrable in a Man. 
1 a T1 grow: 
IN beas happ * * 5 
o, Sir, 1 my — y ou cannot have, 
Wii your abject Paſſions thus a Sure. 5 
Lees Eaſe you Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 
Be r Man, and 3 
Im growing ſo, tis true, 1 ſtrove 
— Nature, combated by i ore. 
Thoſe Wirchcrafts that had bound my Soul fo faſt; 
But now —— che 3 paſt. 


ore 
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Before my Rage like Ruins down they fall, | 

And I mount up true Monarch oer em all. I (die, 
D. John. I know F 

And fear b ————— : 

Why er- you cut a — off; 9 

At w our Friends e, and Foes ugh 

n has from —— ; 

cn you ad grow icious, and 7 

ing. Doubt it not, Auſtria: chou my Brother a, : 

Ad Blood I'm certain haſt a part, 

Only the Jul uſtice of my Vengeance own; | | 

Thou'r Heir of in, and my adopted Son. 


confeſs there ins Cronnare Char. 
3. wii pu ponder rover have re e 
t. But in my Nephews Wrong I muſt decline, 


Since he muſt be extinguiſhd ere I ſhine. 
To mount a Throne o er Battlements I'd climb, - 
Where Death ſhould wait on me, not I on him. 
Did you Cer love, or have you ever known. 
The mi erg Value of ſo brave a Son? 
King. I gueſs'd I ſhould be treated thus before; 
I know it is thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
P alas! my grown, 
all Hearts-as thy own.. 
D. John. Not, Sir, ſo y as I muſt be bold, 
ö And peak what-you perhaps would have untold ;. 
bf That y are a Slave to th vileſt that obey, . 
Such as Diſgraee on Royal Favour lay, 
And blindly follow as they lead aſtray. _ 
Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 
Beſt by Familiarity th are known, 
Yet ſhrink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they 3 
Th'are theſe have wrong d you, —— you Ears, 
Poſſeſs d your Mind with falſe miſgrounded Fears. 
King. Fears! Why, is thereany non 
In Womens Vows, or diſobedient Youth? . _ 
, I ſooner would believe this World were Heav n, 3 
Where I have-nought but Toils and Torment met, 4 
And never Comfort yet to Man was fie 
But thou ſhalt ſee how my Revenge I 5 
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6 Dan CARLOS, 
W The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the 2 Wagga in. 
I Morning on her Conch, with a Lamp by 


Look where ſhe fits, as and ſerene, b ically. 
Arie dene eee 5 Wale | 
mourning, her wrong'd Innocence to 
Sb' as ſworn t ſo oft, 2 ſne believes it true. 
_ O'erwhelm'd with Sorrow ſhell in Darkneſs dwell: 
So we have heard of Witches in a Cell. 
Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell. 
{ The Queen riſes, — comes towards him. 
Daeen. My Lord! Carlos? may it be believ'd? 
Are my Eyes bled ? and am I not deceiv'd? 
EKEing. My Queen, my Love, I'm here [Embraces her. 
Queen. My Lord the — 
* This 1s ſurpriz ing Kindneſs w hick you bring, 
Can you believe me innocent at 
Methinks my Griefs are half already paſt. | 
"King. O Tongue, in nothing died but Deceit! 
Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Cheat. - 
Yes, vile inceſtuous Woman, it is I, 
The King: look on me well, deſpair, and die. 
Queen. Why had you not pronounc'd myDoom before,. 
Since to Afflicion ou could add no more? 
Methinks Death is leſs welcome, when 1 find 
You could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 
King: No, now tb art fic for Death: Had I believ'd 
Thou couldſt have been more wicked, thou hadſt Wa: : 
Liv'd and gone on in Luft and Riot ſtill; 


But Iperceiv' d thee early ripe for Hell: 

And that of the Reward thou might ſt notmiſs; 
” This Night th aſt drank thy Bane, th'art Nn Yes, 
* Thou art. 
5 Queen. Then welcome everlaſting Bliſs. 
nut ere I die, let me here make a vow, 
Buy Heav'n, and all ce for _ ob ra # 5 

Ki Vows ways , when . 

1 many of * have arc ne broke? 2 
Yet there's a Power that does your Falſtood e 
2 A juſt one too, that lets thee live to ſwear. 
Ho comes it that above ſuck Mercy dwells, 
. 8 permit Sin, and make us Inkdels ? 


Prince of 8 PAIN. Od 
ueen. You have been ever ſo to all that's goods = 
My Innocence had elſe been underſtood. 

At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride. of. 

When | arriv'd to. be the Prince's Bride, | 
You then a kind indulgent Father were: | * 
But finding me unfortunately fair, 
Thought me a Prize too rich to be poſſeſs d 
By him, and forc'd oy gras into 22 Breaſt: 
Where you maintain'd an Pow'r; 
Not your own Daughter * have lov d you more:? 
Till conſcious of your Age, my Faith was bund. 
And I a leud Adullreſs was proclaim'd, 
Accus'd of fouleſt Inceſt with your Son. 
What more could my Ta have done? 

King. Nothing, 1 1 not have it ſaid 
That in my ds Dal any Fant I made. 
Love me? Oh low Pretence! too feebly built! 
But tis the conſtant Fault of dying Guilt, | 
When their Deſpair fo great, they cant 
en pair's ſo can | repent. 

Nee Thus having 8 0 your Malice to the Hen 
Yo pitefully. are come to rail me dead. = 
Had 1 been Man, and had an impious Wife, 
With ſpeedy Fury 2 ſnatch'd her Life; 
Torn a broad P: pen to her Heart, 
And there have ek A cach N Part; 1 
Triumph'd and laugh'd t have the ifſui ng Tod; 
And wantonly. __ bath'd my Hands in Blood. 
That had out-done the low Revenga you bring, - 
Much fitter for a Woman than a King. 

King. Im glad 1 know what Death you with to fave; - 
You wou'd go down in — Grave; 

* 


: 


Remove from: future Fame,, as t Times, 
And bury with you if you could, your Crimes. — 
No, I will have my Juſtice underſtood, 

Proclaim thy: Falſtiood, and thy Luſt aloud. 

Queen. About it then, the noble Work 

Be proud, and boaſt how cruel n 


Oh how a Monarch's Glory wil advance! 


Do, quickly let it reach the Ears of France. 9 5 2 Fen 


Pre 2 Royal Brother that is young, 
W * revenge his Siſter's Wrong. 13 


62 Don CARL 3 8, 
Inte thy Spain a mighty Army 
Tumble thee from + Throne. a rhe Thi ing, 
And make thee quite forget thou &er wert 

King. I ne'er had ora with her till this 1. Nicht 
The Viper finds ſne's cruſh'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh! were he here, and durſt maintain that Word; f 
I'd like an Eagle ſeize the callow Bird. | 
And gripe him till the Daſtard Craven cryd; 

Then throw him panting by his Siſter's Side. 
een. =_ I faint and ſink; 8 
My Spirits and I want Strength to ToD 
255 55 bn. Oh Jealouſy! ; * | 
A e which none but he that bears it knows; 
T Teads her to a Chair. 
So. rich 2 Treaſure who would live to loſe? - / 

King. The Poiſon works, Heaven grant there were 
She is ſo foul, ſhe may be deen proof. (enough. 
Now, my falle Fair one „ 

ueen. Tyrant, hence be gene, 
This Hour's my laſt, and let it be my own. 
Away, away, | would not leave the Light 
With ſuch a hated Object in my Sight. 

King. No, I will ſtay, and even thy Pray'rs prevents. 
I would not give thee/Leiſure to repent ; | 
But let thy Sins all in one Throng combine 
To plague thy Soul, as thou haſt tortur'd mine. 
| Owen, Glut then your Eyes, wer gr feed, 
And triumph; but remember, * waar | 
Hereafter on your dying Pillows you | 
May feel thoſe Tortures which you give me now. 

Go on, your worſt Reproaches I can bear, 

And with them all you ſhall not force a Tear. 

EKing. Thus, fis, my laſt Freedom J obtain, 
And once more ſhall appear myſelf * 

Love held me faſt, whilſt, like foo iſh Boy, 7 


I of the Thing was fond becauſe twas gay; 
But now Pve thrown the gaudy Toy away. 
Eholi, Help, Murder, help  [Eboli within 
King. See, Auſtria, whence that Cry: - © 
Call up our. Guards, there may be Danger nigh. | 
— _ 


* 
* 
% 


— 


Ke rag, you'll have my Blood, let. i it be Sir. 


Te find, where I moſt anſwer all, 
What L need, Heav'ns Merey on my Soul [Dit 


Prince of SPAIN. 63 
Bier Eboli in her Night-dreſs, wounded and bleeding ; 
Rui-Gomez purſuing her: 
boli. Oh! guard me from that cruel Murderer: 
But *tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far, 


Turn, wretched King, I've —— to untold; 


Nor can I die till the fad Secrets 
King. The Woman's mad; to ſome Apartment by 
Remove her, where ſhe may grow tame and die 
Fate came abroad to Night, reſolv d to 
love a kind Companion in Revenge. [Hugs R. Gs. 
Eboli. If in your Heart Truth any Favour wins, 
If e'er you would repent of ſecret Sins, 
Hear me a Word. 8 
47 What would'f thou ſay? Be brief. 

Do what you can to fave that precious Life; 4 
hy aviy Kat that has her Death prevent: | 
You are abus'd, and ſhe is innocent. | 
When l perceiv'd my Hopes of you were vain, - 

Led by my Luſt | practis d all my Charms 
To gain the Prince, Don Carlos, to my Arms.. 
But there too croſs'd, I did the Purpoſe chan 
And Pride made him my Engine for « ER. R. Go. 
Taught him to raiſe your 
Then my wild Paſſion at "at this Prine Prince did 244 65 1 bon J. 
And — was done for which I now — die. g 3 
King. Ha, Gomez, ſpeak, and quickly; is it ſo? 
R. Go. I'm ſorry. you ſhould Joubt if't be or-no.. 
She, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was beard; - g 
Cannot want Malice now to take my Head; 


And therefore does this Penitence pretend. 1 


Eboli. Oh Auſtria, take away that ugly Fiend: 
He ſmiles, and mocks me waiting for my Soul; | 


See how his glaring fiery Eye-balls roll. 


R. Go, Thus is her Fancy tortur'd by her Guilt: 


Speaks a ro thee, by the Reſt . 

on, le y the R 

Thou hop'f, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be Lleſs'd. 
Eboli, 1 ve ſaid is fo, 


44 Don C A ik L. OS, 
- Heav'a! She was ſenſiblethat the ſhould die,) 
An urſt not in the Minute tell a Lye. 7 
D. John. His Guilt's too plain; ſee his wild ſtaring Eye. 
By Unconcern he would fliew:Innocence: , . Y' 
But harden'd Guilt ne er wanted the Pretence _ 
Of great Submiſſion, when't had no Defence. _ Ji 
Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this little Care | 
| TR not „ but betray Deſpair. T 
His Life! what Satisfaction can that. give? 
3 1! in doubt I muſt for ever live, . 


And loſe my Peace yet 1 the Truth will find: 


VIl rack him for't.. Go, in this Minute * 
Him to the Wheel. 
R. Go. How have | this deſerv d, 
Who only on your Commands obey'd and u 
What — you have me do? 
King. I'd have thee tell | 
The Truth: Do, Gomez, all ſhall then be well, 
R. Go: Alas, like you, Sir, in a Cloud I'm loſt, 
And can but tell you what I d Brin at moſt. 
You ſet me as a Sp 
And I ill brou . de bed int Nele ence N 
T: could; till finding him too much aware 1 
me, I nearer Meaſures took by her: 
hich if I after a falſe. Copy drew, | 
"Tis I have been unfortunate as you 
King. And is this all thou haſt life to how? 
R. Go, Dear Sir, your Pardon, it is all I know. . | 
King. Then, Villain, I, am damn d as well as thou. 
Heav'n! where is now thy fleeping 8 57 
That took ſo little Care 1 Innocence? | 
Oh Auſtria, had 1 to thy. Truth inclin'd, 
Had I been half ſo as thou wet kin# 
But I'm too tame; | the Traitor. Oh! 


. [Guards ſeize R. Go, 


Earth open, to thy Centre let u me go, 

| And' there for ever hide my impious Head. 
Thou. faireſt, pureſt Creature Heav'n e' er made, 
Thy injur'd Truth too late: I've underſtood :- 


. 33 and be immortal as th art good. 


£207 wen: Can you to think me innocent incline | 
On her bare Word, and would not credit mine? 


lent The 


Prince of SP AI N. 
The Poiſon's v at my Heart; 
Methinks l Na ot Ki Gretaing Ok. 
Why are you kind, and make it hard to die? 
Perſiſt, continue on the 
Call me mu vite, incetoous, of "that's = 
King. Oh pity, pity m 1 
Sink it not 5 "Raiſe my byficians ſtraight : | | 
Haſten them quickly e're it be too late; 
Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at Strife: 

I'd give my Crown to Nam that faves her Lit... _: - 
cn Dog CE By pa Gomez; 
D. Jom. Vile Proſtitute? 8 

King.—Revengeful Fiend ? 

But I've forgotten half; to Carlos ſend; 

Prevent what his Deſpair may make him do. 
Hen. Oh Horror, Horror!. I ths Woe! 

The Prince, the Prince! 
= Ha! peak. | 
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He dies, hedies, | 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding oe: 
juſt taken from the Bath, his Veins all cut, 
From which: the ſpringing Blood flows Cwiflly or out. 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe 71 
His Fate, to ſave that Life which he will loſe. } ö 
King. Dear Auſtria, haſten, all thy Intereſt . 
Tell him it is to Friendſhip, an Offence/, 
And let him know his F 's Penitence. {th 
Beg him to live. (be bard: 
R. Go. Since you've decreed my Death;you know 'twill 
The Bath by me was poiſon d when prepar'd, 174 
I ow'd him that for his late Pride and Scorn. | 
King. There never was ſo curs d a Villain borne 
But by Revenge ſuch Pains he ſhall go thro?; 
As ev'n Religious Cruelty ne er knew. | 
Rack him! III broil him, burn him by Degrees, 1 
Freſh Torments. for him ev'ty Hour decide 7 
Till he curſe Heav'n, and then the Caitiff dies. 
Queen. My faithful Henrietta, art thou come 
To wait the unhappy Miſtreſs to her Tomb? 
I brought thee hither from thy Parents young, 
And now muſt leave thee to Heay't n bs what Wrong: 
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But Heav'n n to its Protection will ds way 

Such Goodneſs, let it then thy Queen forgive. 

Hen. How much I lov'd you, Madam, none can tell ; 
For tis unſpeakable, I lov'd ſo well. 8 
A Proof of it the World ſhall quickly find; | 
For when you die, I'll ſcorn to ſtay Pehind. 

Buer Don Carlos ſupported between two, and bleeding 

D. Fohn, See, Sir, your Son. 

King. My Son? but oh! how dare 
I uſe that Name, when this {ad Objects near? 
See, injur d Prince, who 'tis thy Pardon craves, 

No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves: 

Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 

D. Car. Icome to take 8 Farewet ere 1 
To that bright Dwelling, there is no Room 
For Blood, and where el never come. 

King. I know there is hae: © thirefore muſt deſpair, 
Oh Heav'n! his Cruelty J cannot bear. 
Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father ſue ? 

D. Car. My Father! ſpeak the Words once more; is' 
And may I think the dear Conyerfion true? (you? 
Oh that I could. ig 

King. By Heav'n thou . it is! I 
Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees: 

Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos live, 
all the Wrongs that I have done forgive. 


D. Car. Life was my Curſe, and given me ſure in ſpite, 


Oh! had I periſh'd when 1 firſt aw Light, 
8 then ma Tes broug in A 
you, . ou ought. 
Prop me: | Apace I feel my ar, 
The little Time on Earth I have ta . 
Grant I without Offence may here beſtow; - 
| { Pointing to be Ven. 
You cannot certainly be jealous now. 
King. Break, break my Heart.— 
[Leads Don Carlos to 10 Chair, 
D. Car. You've thus more Kindneſs ſhown, 
Than if y'ad crown'd and 1 me on your Throne. 
Methinks fo highly happy 1 | 
That I could pity you, to n vou there, 


Take 
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Take me away again : „ 
Queen. Carlos, is t you? O ſtop that Royal Flood; 
Live, and poſſeſs your Father's Throne, when | 
In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten lie. 
D. Car. Crowns are beneath me, I have agg Pride. ; 
Thus on you fix'd, and dying by your Side, 
How much a Life and Empire I diſdain! -; 
No, we'll together mount, where both ſhall reign 
Above © all Wrongs, and never more complain. 
Queen. O matchleſs Youth! O Conſtancy Divine! 
Sure there was never Love that <quall'd thine ; 
Nor any ſo unfortunate as mine 
Henceforth forſaken hs rs ſhall in Songs, 
When they wou'd eaſe their own, repeat thy Wrongs; 
And in Remembrance of thee, for thy Sake, 
A ſolemn annual Proceſſion make; 
In ehaſte Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 
With Hyaciuths and Lilies deck thy Tomb. 
" But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu: 
5 It is to reconcile my Lord and you. 
' D. Car. Has done no Wrong to me, I am poſſeſs d 
Ot all, beyond my Expectation bleſs d. 
But yet methinks there s ſomething in my Heart 
Tells me I muſt not too unkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with your Hand; _ 
Before I die, what is't you will command? 
King. Why wert thou made ſo excellently good? 
And why was it no ſooner underſtood ? 
But I was curs'd, and blindly led aſtray ; 
Oh! For thy Father, for thy Father pray. ; 
Thou may'ſt ask that which I'm too vile to dare; 
And leave me not tormented by Deſpai 
D. Car. Thus then with the Remains of Life we "IF ; 
n. [Dor Carlos andthe Queen ſink out of the Chairs and kneel. 
| May you be ever free from all that's ill. 
Queen. And everlaſting Peace upon you dwell. 


te, 


Male King. No more: This Virtue's too divinely bright; 
254 My darken'd Soul too converſant with ad. 25 
Grows blind, and overcome with too much Light. 


Here raiſe *em 5 gently: Ye Slaves, down, down! 
Ye glorious Tolls, a * and a Crawn, x 


rake | Far 
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For ever be forgotten; in your Stead, . 
Only eternal Devkonls ens wrap my y Head. | 

22g. N Where are you? h! farewel, I muſt be gone. 
Bleſs'd happy "Soul, take not thy Flight ſo ſo 
Stay Y al I die, then "464; mine witli thee too, 
And guard it up, which elſe muſt fink below. 
een. From all my Injuries and all my Fears, 
From Jealouſy, Love's Bane, the worſt of Cares, 
Thus I remove to find that Stranger Reſt. 
Carlos, thy Hand; receive me on thy Breaſt ,, 
Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt 7 
D. Car. Oh, far above | 


Whatever Wiſhes fram'd, or H 'd; 
Thus, where we go, we ſhall find: 
For ever praiſing, and for ever kind. 
Queen. Make haſte, in the firſt Sphere Ill for you i ſtay; 
Thence we'll riſe beth to. Na Day. 
Farewel ——— [Dies. 
D. Car. TI follow you; now cloſe my Eyes; 


ö  FLeans an her _ 
Thus all Oer Bliſs the ha V Carlos dies. 

King. They're gone, they're gone, where I muſt ne 5 
Run, fally — and ſet the World on Fire, , (aſpire. 
Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winds, 

Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds, | 
Let the Earth open all her ſulph'rous Veins, 

The Fiends ftart from their Hell, and ſhake their Chains; 

Till all Things from their Harmony decline, 
And the Confuſion be as great as mine. 

Here I'll lie down, and never more ariſe, 

| Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries. (Eaſe, 
D. John. Hold, Sir,- afford your lab'ring Heart ſome 


King. Oh! name it not: there's no ſuch thing as Peace. 


From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoft Kiſs I'll take, 
How my Heart beats why won't the Rebel break? 
My Love, my Carlos, m thy Father, ſpeak. 

Oh ! he regards not now my Miſeries, | 
But's deaf to my Complaint, as I have been to his. 
Oh! now I think on't better, all is well; 
Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell: 
How comes it that he's not already gone d. 
The Sluggard's lazy, but I'll fpur him on. 


Hey! 


bay AH» MY fo 


| How he flies! | I ne ons. 
1 ra "Twas aim d well at e 
That I had Str ength enough but to retort. 
Dull Life, fo — muſt I from thee part? | 
Curſes and Plagues ! Revenge, where art thou now? 
Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe belovy. [ Dies. 
n He's gone, and now chere s not ſo vile a thing 


. e Remember, Sir, you are a King. 
. A King | it is too lle: Il be more, 
Itell fee. 3 
He kilbd his Mother, but I — that out- done, 
Murder d a loyal Wife, and guiltleſs Son. 
Vet, Auſtria, "wy ſhould T grow mad for that? 
Is it my Fault, I was unfortunate ? 


King. Look to't; — sI tell thee are defign'd. 
Thou, Auſtria, ſhalt grow old. and in thy Age 
Doat, doat, 4 r. Oh, a Tong grey 4 
With Eyes diſtilling Rheum ow Cheeks, 
Will be ſuch Charms, thou canſt not want Succeſs. 
But above all beware of Jealouſy; . 
vas the dreadful Curſe that ruin'd me. 
2 D. John. Dread Sir, no more. 
King. Oh Heart! Oh Heav*n! But ſtay, - 
Nam'd I not Heav'n ? T did, and at the Word 
(Methought I faw't) the Azure Fabrick ftirr'd. 
3 Joh, for my Queen and Son the Saints prepare : 
But Pl and overtake *em there : Ks 
Whirl, p the Sun, 2 his Charioteer; f 
Fü ride in that away; pull him down. 4 
ſec. Ih, how I hurl the W 271 Irun! 


2 Look to the King. 
of this fair one too frick Care be had. 


Deſpair, how vaſt a Triumph haft thou made? 
o more in Love's enervate Charms Ill lie; 
dhaking off Softneſs, to the Camp I'll fly, 
Where Thirſt of Fame the active Hero warms; 
ind what * loſt in Peace, reg in in Arms. 


EPE. 


D. John. Collect your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Mind. 


Now, now 1 mount [Runs of raving. 


[ Pointing ro Henrietta. 


[Exennt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 


ä Spoken by a G IRL, 


No” mh 4% think inj A bither means t 
Yonder's the Poet ſick behind the Scenes: 
Me told me there was Pity in my Face, 
And therefore ſent me here to make his Peace. 
Let me for once perſuade you to be king; 
For he has promis'd me to! ſtand my Friend. 
And if this Time I can your Kindneſs move, 

He'll write for me, he ſwears by all above, 
When I am big enough to be in Love. "as © 
Now won't ye be good. natur d, ye fine Men? ENF p20 
Indeed I'll grow as faſt as e er I can, 4 | 
And try if to his Promiſe hell be true, | | 


- 


Think on t when that Time comes, ye do not nm 
Bur I may grow in Love with ſome of you. 
os, at the worſt, I'm certain I ſhall ſee _ 
Amongſt you thoſe who'll ſwear they re ſo with me. | 
| But now, if by my Suit you'll not be won, | ; 
You know what your Unkindneſs oft has done; 
I'll ten forſake the Play-Houſe, and turn Nun. 
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